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MAY 9 -MAY 11 2008 

PONTINS HOLIDAY CENTRE CAMBER SANDS 

NR RYE EAST SUSSEX ATPFESTIVAL.COM 



Tickets are £140 and include 3 nights self catering accommodation + festival pass. 
Available at: atpfestival.com • seetickets.com • wegottickets.com * gigantic.com 
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CENTRE, MINEHEAD 



TICKETS ARE £150 SELF CATERING AND £140 FOR ROOM ONLY AND INCH 
"' AVAILA0LEATWWW.ATPFESTIVAL.COM 



I'm striving to 
be imperfect' 

- Dan Sartain, p32 
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I've been rediscovering some of my old books, 
sifting through debris. 

The one that stands out today is a slim tome, 
barely 86 pages long and tiny, part of the short-lived 
Penguin Sixties series (celebrating Penguin's 60th 
anniversary), LetThem Call It Jazz by Caribbean- 
born writer Jean Rhys, a lady who resumed her 
writing career at the age of 67 - it's as fluid and 
graceful and earthy as you'd expect from the title. 
(I'm vaguely reminded of Make Up singer Ian 
Svenonius' writings - maybe it's the book's size.) It's 
full of passion and insurrection and disturbance and 
tears, written by Rhys after a 20-year silence, about 
a woman who drinks, who sings, who kicks back. 

Inside, on the title page, a friend (I'm not sure 
who) has meticulously written out a passage for my 
benefit, a sort of dedication: Now I've let them play 
it wrong, and it will go from me like all the other 
songs - like everything. Nothing left for me at all. 
But then I tell myself all this is foolishness. Even if 
they played it on trumpets, even if they played it 
just right, like I wanted - no walls would fall so soon. 
'So let them call it jazz, ' I think, and let them play 
it wrong. That won 't make no difference to the 
song I heard... 

I have a feeling it was a gift from one of Huggy 
Bear, round the time of all that Riot Grrrl excitement 
in the early Nineties: we had a racing, ongoing 
dialogue that touched upon many forms of criticism 
and expression (the same thing, right?), especially 
beat poetry and jive. It doesn't matter who it was 
from, really: the words ring just as true today as 
they did when they were penned in 1 961 , as they 
did when they were written out for me again in 
1991, as they do now when applied to the music we 
write about in Plan B in 2008. Sounds like poetry to 
these ears. Sounds like a reason to keep on living. 
Everett True 



There's so much perceptive, contrary, poetic 
and sarcastic writing in every issue of Plan B, 
and so many beautiful images, both drawn and 
photographed, that it feels weird to single out 
anything - but two highlights for me this issue 
are our big live reviews, of Gowns and MIA. Plan B's 
live writing and photography has long been one 
of our really great strengths, so it's always cool 
when you find space for two live spreads in one 
issue, both of which match iconic images to 
deeply felt words that provide not only a critique 
of the performance, but a real sense of what it's 
like to be there, involved in the live experience. 
The live section is often where new writers and 
photographers crop up first, and this issue's 
contains new names alongside more established 
ones-including my attempt to wring some 
journalistic mileage out of the fact that I was 
mostly out, drunk, and listening to metal for 
the whole of December. But you don't need 
to know that. 

The expanded live preview continues to 
demonstrate our commitment to telling you 
what's up out there, and already we're looking 
forward to getting involved in live events over the 
spring and summer. These include Venn in Bristol; 
Stirling's Le Weekend festival, which this year has 
Annette Peacock at it, which means I'm there too; 
and Primavera in Barcelona, featuring Portishead, 
Silver Jews, Okkervil River, Mission Of Burma, and 
some decent weather. 

Meanwhile, in London, Plan B's residency at 
Corsica Studios continues with Vialka, Safety 
Word and Shimmy Rivers And And Canal on 20 
February and DJ Scotch Egg's Baka project on 23 
April, supported by Rolo Tomassi and Team Brick, 
while I'm curating a night at the Whitechapel 
Gallery on 28 March with the help of London-based 
avant-metal label Aurora Borealis. 

And of course, I'm more than excited about 
Plan B's involvement in Earth's UK tour, which will 
have just started by the time you read this. As a live 
band, Earth are going from strength to strength, 
with an expanded lineup and new material that 
seems even brighter and more immersive when 
played live - as Dylan Carlson says in our cover 
feature, "These songs were written with large 
places for improvising... Live, we've been taking 
the songs and expanding them." Earth's current 
live shows are like Brassoforthesoul-if you don't 
feel psychically burnished by the end, you should 
demand a refund. Er, not from me. 
Frances Morgan 
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OUTSTANDING MUSIC FROM THIS YEAR'S 
MOST TALKED ABOUT FILM 'JUNO' 

THE NUMBER ONE HIT ALBUM IN AMERICA FEATURING: 
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ALSO FEATURES 'ANYONE ELSE BUT YOU' 

PERFORMED BY ELLEN PAGE AND MICHAEL CERA 



Classic rock favourites intertwined 

with indie-rock gems! 

3 Golden Globe Nominations including 

Best Motion Picture, Best Actress and Best Screenplay 
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Gowns 

The Greenhouse Effect, Hove 

The Gowns album, Red State, was possibly the 
most truthful record of 2007. Last year, that 
nosebleed of a year, its frightening Rorschach 
of losses and blows, its surreal relentlessness, 
was best soundtracked by Red State's sinister, 
dronebound poppetry, itschant-in-mitigation 
to, what-some minor school-bully god of 
dread, of resignation? Gowns narrated their 
own trajectory, and ours, shocked and numb 
and self-medicated as we were, our lives 
describing, suddenly and intimately, the 
cracks in everything: in every little thing. 

On this freezing, bright-dark December 
evening, halfway through a beleaguered 
set, 24 people are watching Gowns. The 
Greenhouse Effect is full, the staircase outside 
is festooned with smokers, the bar is three- 
deep; Zettosaur have already skronked their 
way through a half-hour's pleasurable 
mayhem; and Erika is standing in the corner, 
facing a crowd of more than a hundred, 
her eyes screwed shut, her lips brushing 
the microphone. Her white Mustang beats 
rhythmically against her hip as it swings, 
and her hands describe some part of the past 
spilling out here, again, for us, and only 24 
people are watching, squandered randomly 
among the first eight rows of a crowd intent 
on boredom. Join the dots: it spells FUCK YOU. 

Gowns begin their set with a spoken-word 
piece. Erika strides onstage, wearing her 
familiartour uniform, one of collection of 
torn, homemade T-shirts. Tonight's reads 'MY 

Gowns 

understand the 
impulse to look 
away 



OVARIES ARE A BREEDING GROUND FOR 
TERRORISTS', and whispers, clawing at her 
wrists, images of children and animals minded 
by maniacs, of plump arms in puppy jaws. 
Ezra, crouched behind his synth, and Jacob, 
seated on his bass amp, play pedal hopscotch. 
Erika's breath, pushing gently at the air 
around the PA, begins to recall the Lynchian 
Midwestern-isms of the record, kids in the yard, 
a summersworth of lawn sprinklers, as Corey 
bows his ride cymbal, both slowly and violently, 
a lovely cadence growing. 

But then, during the second song, as Erika 
coos, "And don't you know that I would never 
hurt you, you are such. . . a pretty. . . thing ", the 
PA fails. The band waits a long time before 
anyone even moves to help them begin the 
song again. And the PA fails once, twice more. 
This level of frustration is difficult to watch; 
the crowd begins to move away from the stage. 
People turn to one another, smirking overtheir 
beers, and most never really look back. 

Gowns understand the impulse to look 
away. Seeing is painful, sight reveals far too 
much for comfort, throughout Red State 
ropes hang by open windows, the pattern 
of a kitchen table describes the unbearably 
expanding universe. Even light is dangerous. 
The golden, endless glow of 'Fargo' reveals 
dust and an empty room, waiting for a soldier 
to return; "Take, take all the shine out of me, " 
begs 'Mercy', which, tonight, is excruciating - 
Ezra screams until he can no longer be heard, 
until the sound is utterly extinguished, before 
pulling needle-tones from his violin, bloody, 
and dropping them to the floor. The last time 
I saw Ezra, with The Mae-Shi, his ebullience 
recalled a cuckoo clock. This show could not be 
further removed. It's merciless and unrelenting: 
very little comfort is offered or taken. Gowns 
have their eyes tight shut whenever possible, 
though the impression is not an attempt at 
hiding, but of a preferable internal world, 
recreated under impossible circumstances, 
at risk of shattering in plain sight. 

No matter where in the crowd I am, the 
noise is inescapable. During a halting, sinister 
cover of 'Happiness Is A Warm Gun', braving 
the backroom to get to the bar, I come closer 
to a fistfightthan I've been in years. But the 
opening drone of 'White Like Heaven' clusters 
hope in my stomach, and I push through until 
I'm inches away from the speakers, saturating. 
"/ was sitting at the table and suddenly I could 
see it, I could see it, I could feel it, I saw the 
world break open, oh, I could see all of it, " 
Erika yells, over the distorted chorale of guitars 
and violin. Corey's occasional Bonham-isms find 
such a home in this song; the drums rattle and 
bang against my chest before slinking back 
into the final, utterly absorbing phrase. 

Then, over the lovely opening diads of 
'Cherylee', the roar returns. The sound of the 
crowd is hollow, like a failing engine. "I can't 
even see your faces anymore," Erika calls, as 
though across a huge distance. And in what 
universe, when a band travels thousands of 
miles, starts and restarts and restarts a set, 
a set delivered, nevertheless, unflinchingly, 
and with such commitment, do you not shut 
the fuck up and listen? In what universe do 
you not take every possible moment of this 
into yourself? - 

"You've gotta look kin the eyes and say 
that I don't believe, you've gotta look up out 
the water until you can't hardly see. You've 
gotta know. " Gowns leave the stage, and the 
crowd moves towards the exits to smoke, out 
in the well-deserved dark. 
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John maus 

Words: Daniel Trilling 



I thought keyboard player/singer John Maus was a joke. Maybe he thinks he is. 
On last.fm, his music is tagged 'Sad Organ Sex' and 'Sounds Even Better When 
Drunk'. His MySpace page proudly displays all the nasty things reviewers wrote 
about his first album, Songs. "It took this Ariel Pink cohort five years to write and 
record his debut album, and only five minutes to become more annoying than 
Ariel Pink" {CMS). "Apparently, Maus spent five years working on this album, 
which is a shame because, frankly, it's awful" (Vice). "There isn't one song you 
could call 'good' on the whole album" (Music Zine). 

It's easy to see what they hated, and it's all still there on his latest album, 
Love Is Real. The mock-baritone voice, drenched in reverb and occasionally an 
atrocious English accent (Maus is from Austin, Minnesota). The cheap, Casio 
disco beats. The meandering songs that refuse to behave like proper pop music. 
The lyrics that veer between self-loathing ("This is my nightmare, my nightmare/ 
My whole world's coming apart"), naive idealism ("Rights for gays/Oh yeah") 
and self-parody ("That's it/I've had enough/It's - time - to -get- a -job"). The 
layer upon layer of synth and organ lines - distorted, ornamented, ostentatious 
runs up and down the keyboard. Is this a piss-take? A cynical take on the lame- 
at-the-best-of -times 'outsider' aesthetic? Or is Maus an incorrigible show-off? 

Who cares? To me, it's as brilliant as lucid dreaming. I could ask Maus 
whether he means it, what he's trying to achieve, but why spoil the myth? 
Really, I didn't even want to see him play live when he was in the UK in 
December because there's no way a living, breathing person jumping around 
in front of you could replicate the other-worldliness of his records. But no 
worries, Maus has a PhD in continental philosophy so let's hear what he thinks 
about some of the stuff he sings about. He tells me the answers below pre- 
suppose an acquaintance with, " Heidegger, Blanchot, Badiou, etal" . Make 



To me, it's as brilliant as 
lucid dreaming 



of that what you will. I'd suggest, to appreciate his music you need a passing 
acquaintance with 'It's A Sin' by The Pet Shop Boys, 'House of the Rising Sun' by 
the Animals, baroque composers ("I acknowledge Bach's superiority but Handel 
is undeniably my favourite," he says), Eighties Italodisco, wage slavery, waking 
up at 5am wondering where your life is going, rejection, acceptance, dancing 
and boozing. So here he is. . . 

John maus: a man and his thoughts on stuff 

on sex: 

"If two bodies each assume the mark of the non-being of the supplement of 
the disjunction between the two, then this supplement can infinitely converge 
through them. This is what we might call, 'The truth of sex'. 

"Though sex is something else than its truth, we must hold onto its truth, 
that we might encounter our beloved honestly, in our vulnerability, our finitude, 
and contingency, to infinitely converge upon infinity and freedom together." 

on death: 

"Death, as a possibility, must be endured as our supreme challenge. Being 
toward the end of our being is a possibility that must be cultivated to the extent 
that we refuse it for eternity, where we always will have been." 

on friends: 

"Because a relation to our own death is impossible, and the endurance of our 
own death as a possibility is not only our supreme challenge but also how we are 
ourselves for ourselves, we must enter into a relation with our own death by the 
death of the friend. The death of the friend also opens us to the alterity that calls 
us into question and open us to community. " 

on family: 

"If 'romantic' love is supplemented disjunction, and friendship is 
unsupplemented disjunction, then family is where disjunction is altogether 
unclear. Even where we might be disjunct from family we remain conjunct as 
they become the object of desire within us. " 

www.myspace.com/johnmaus 
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Matt (keys, voice) And Kim (drums, this interview) 
have made a record. It's simple. Minimal. Mostly fast, 
sometimes slow, sometimes sad, mostly happy. 
Elementary synth dots and dashes, beats constantly 
overflowing. Tunes bud and/or explode spontaneously, 
like it's always the first time, but so open and familiar 
there's an undertow of instamatic nostalgia. 

Forgive my a) ignorance and b) prurience, 
but are the two of you romantically linked? 
Or, platonic playmates? Or, comrades in 
noble labour? 

Kim: "We do it! Ha ha. Yeah, we are a couple. That 
came first." 

Yr press release alludes intriguingly to 
pre-musical collaborations... 

"We met at art school in Brooklyn. We started 
dating and working on art p— : - - - -- 1 |:U - ^««+u«- 

Basically I was helping Matt w.L .iiuiiiu.um-ii^ 

already graduated. 

"We worked well together, and started messing 
around with our respective instruments. I always 
wanted to play drums and he had this sweet keyboard 
that he found in his neighbour's garage when he was 
1 5. It was a Yamaha CS-5 but to Matt it had always 
beenjustanoisemaker." 

When I quiz Kim on the Brooklyn party scene they've 
crowdsurfed out of, she enthuses about, "All ages 
shows in unconventional locations from loft spaces, 
art spaces, Polish dance clubs, old man bars. . .the door 
prices are cheap and most of the spots are BYOB", 
before recommending their maverick promoter 
(www. toddpnyc.com) to anyone planning a visit. Also: 

Did you ever consider a bigger band? (Matt 
And Kim And...?) 

" I don't know if it could ever be more than Matt 
And Kim. Matt was in some punk bands before and it 
seemed so hard to get everyone together. This way, 
I just roll over and say 'Wake up! We have to practise!'" 

Sometimes in their songs, even (exactly) as the 
tempo reaches maximum carbonation, Matt will 
squawk out a suspiciously evocative, and perhaps 
angsty fragment such as "In my lifetime/No more long 
years now " or "Why did you give up on me ? " It's 
confusing, because we instinctually associate energy 
with mood, speed with joy (or anger), and i 
sadness. Kim notes: "Hmm. . .I don't feel melancholy," 
returning to the theme a few lines later: 

"I don't like slow music. Actually, that is the only 
disagreement Matt and I have with writing. I want 
everything fast and he wants to slow it down. We 
usually meet in the middle and then I will just play it 
faster at the show, haha . . . I really hope Matt doesn't 
re-read this because if he does most of this stuff is 
probably going to be deleted. I guess this is why I don't 
get a mic when we play. . . " 

www.mattandkimmusic.conn 
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curses! 

Words: Lauren Strain 
Illustration: Gemma Correll 



" I want them to fall in love on the dancef loor, " 
answers Luca Venezia when asked how he intends 
to affect those fortunate enough to asphyxiate 
under his management. A figurehead of New York's 
premier beats crew, Trouble & Bass, Venezia is best 
known for his work beneath moniker Drop The 
Lime. Curses! showcases his "blistering alter ego, 
like a possessed carnal romantic": a one-man 



'Once you start setting 
rules you lose any 
path for progression' 



furnace where "a crunchy arpeggiated square 
wave" can exchange particles with "an oscillating 
FM sub-bass" ; where synths chopped sideways feed 
into tectonic undercurrents (pitch them low, then 
multiply to the power of love: more specifically, 
LOVE, the collective's current Big Apple home; "a 
rave cave, completely unlike any club in the world.") 

Curses! is dance music that, because of its 
confident, sentient pulse, seems free of paranoia, 
divorced from neurosis. There are no frozen blue 
lights, no kryptonite greens, no ectoplasmic 
smokescreens; just scarlet and carmine. It's a vision 
of a future that, for a change, features things made 
of flesh and blood as opposed to LED and morphine. 

I first heard him played alongside Rihanna and 
Dan Deacon: is he pleased that his work can cross 
over to a crowd more used to alternative indie and 



pop; people who aren't seasoned grime/bass fans? 
"That's exactly what I want," he affirms. "I naturally 
blur the boundaries. In this day and age, I think it's 
very important to spread the sound palette and 
keep the listener on their toes. " 

"Music is at a very exciting place right now; it's 
morphing in and out within different genres at a 
rapid rate. Look at how fast dubstep was named, 
and now'bassline',aka 'niche'... Once you start 
setting rules you lose any path for progression. " 

Was Curses! something you felt you needed 
to do as a departure from Drop The Lime? 

"This all happened very naturally but 
unexpectedly -I started making more and more 
music that was inspired by Chicago house and 
classic noir and horror films; feelings of mystery and 
romance infused with suspense began to take over. 
Drop The Lime will always be my alias for music 
that's ambient-to-beat-oriented, but Curses! is my 
other half - the dark side of my inner emotions. I try 
to keep them separate in the studio, but when I 
perform I dip in to both, depending on the crowd." 

There's something very human, vivid and 
vibrant to Curses! 

"I grew up on rock'n'roll -Carl Perkins, Richie 
Valens and Buddy Holly to Sonic Youth and Fugazi. 
It's natural that I have this punk attitude to making 
club music, the way rockabilly and soul artists did 
with music in the Fifties and Sixties. I'm a big fan of 
dubstep, grime and bassline house; they've got the 
same energy punk had in the seventies, they're not 
overproduced and they focus more on the energy of 
a tune than glossy, glamorised mixing. " 

Is the melodic progression of a track as 
important as the bass and the beats? 

" Melody is the first thing people remember - 
this makes it the most important element of a song. 
Bass is the weight, anchoring the song; the rhythm 
is its skeletal frame, like train tracks beginning and 
ending the song's journey. The bass is what makes 
you dance and the highs affect your brain; a tingling 
sensation. Finding the perfect relationship between 
the two is what makes a classic hit. " 

www.cursesareforever.com 
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guided tour: neon neon 

Words: kicking_k 



Man and machine unite in Gruff 
Rhys and Boom Bip's auto-fetish 
psych-hop project 

When I send a pair of emails to Gruff Rhys and 
Boom Bip asking why they forged their unlikely 
transatlantic merger as Neon Neon, the former 
answers concisely, "We both have large record 
collections and a working knowledge of conceptual 
art". As for what their product does, Stainless 
Style is a concept album which veers through 
the life, times and alleged crimes of Icarus-like 
'playboy engineer' John DeLorean-from boom 
to bust. 

Musically, it's an unexpected but eventually 
entirely logical alloy - the high concept conducted 
directly from G ruff's careful biographical coos 
to the precision psychedelia of Boom's pristine 
production job, taking in gentrified urban beats, 
flattened guitar parts and a cast of passengers 
(see below). 

"We were quite militant in dismissing anything 
remotely similar to our previous work. We left 
some beautiful tracks off the record for being too 
tasteful and predictable," adds Gruff of the record's 
fibreglass and steelplate sheen. 

The final irony is that neither actually owns a car. 
"We want to mess with peoples heads," types Gruff 
with -I'm choosing to imagine -a smile. "In the age 
of eco politics, it's a reckless time to be singing about 

12 | plan b 



cars - hopefully it glorifies neither DeLorean nor the 
car. It's a nostalgic record looking back at a different 
time, through mirrored sunglasses." 

i Lust U 

Boom: "Gruff came into the writing process with 
a simple but amazing synth hook. We had talked 
about how some Hi-NRG dance tracks use synth 
lines as a chorus instead of vocals. Then we played 
around with that idea." 

Gruff: "DeLorean was a pioneer of product 
placement in film. He was seduced by Hollywood; 
got to know many actresses such as Ursula Andress 
very well. This song is about the pitfalls of such 
a celebrity - yawn - relationship. " 

I Told Her On Alderaan 

Boom: "Constructed one afternoon in London. 
I had a simple Casio drone and Gruff strummed the 
guitar part overtop of it- directly into an Eventide 
H-3000 Ultra Harmonizer, then Pro-Tools for the 
thin Eighties sound we both love so much." 

Gruff: "This is a dream sequence; DeLorean 
tossing and turning under the stress of his affairs. 
He's in space, then his boss' office. He takes his 
girlfriend to a shrink, and on the way home sees 
silver pylons glowing in the sun." 



'It's a reckless time to 
be singing about cars' 



Sweat Shop 

Gruff: "I wrote the chorus hook for Yo Majesty - 
they kind of sexualised it and turned a song about 
bad working conditions into something completely 
different! I've never worked with MCs before." 
Boom: "We wanted it to be grimy, nasty all 
around, in lyrics and recording techniques. Gruff 



nearly passed out recording the breaths you hear 
throughout- he insisted on doing them in real time 
ratherthan looping." 

Raquel 

Boom: "I had Debbie Gibson and Rick Astley in 
mind, that synth pop sound -and Gruff just nailed 
it beyond belief with his lyrics and harmonies. " 

Gruff: "Inspired by a supposed affair DeLorean 
had with Raquel Welch. It uses the original 
Bedazzled! movie soundtrack as a starting point - 
and an excuse to include the line, 'Your daddy came 
from Bolivia' in song. " 

Trick For Treat 

Boom: "This track came together all in one night 
after a show. Har Mar Superstar, the Spank Rock 
gang and friends came back to my house and 
started partying and getting loose. Next thing 
I knew I was playing them this instrumental track 
I had. Naeem and Har Mar just grabbed pens and 
paper and sat on my studio floor writing for an hour. 
By the break of dawn we had the track. " 

Gruff: "About DeLorean's entrapment by the 
FBI and DEA on falsified cocaine charges: $24 
million dollars worth ! On CCTV footage you can 
hear DeLorean saying, 'Gold weighs so much more 
than this'. We pinched that as a lyric." 

Stainless Style 

Boom: "We were recording at Olympic studios and 
The Magic Numbers were working on their next 
album in the studio next to us. Gruff had come up 
with the idea of having them do some angelic vocals 
for the track about DeLorean's death. We were all 
in the kitchen area eating when he asked them and 
they smiled and said yes. " 

Gruff: "The final chorus is a biblical refrain 
DeLorean used to quote: 'Oh! How many are my 
foes, how many rise against me'. The verse imagines 
him being buried in a stainless steel coffin so that his 
body never rusts." 

www.lexrecords.com 
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Alex Bok Bok Sushon talks you 
through why a niche/4x4/bassline 
craze makes sense right now 



heart beats 

Words: Anna Fielding 

As bassline takes over the dancefloor, 
Plan B meets T2, the low-end maestro 
from up north 

It's that kind of car: small, but with flashy wheel 
trims and bass that's shaking the tinted windows. 
The stereo is way up, house's four-to-floor beat, 
low-end drum'n'bass fuzz and a syncopated female 
vocal letting us know about her broken heart. The 
car's paused at the lights at the top of Lewisham 
Road, when the music cuts out in a rapid crossfade. 

"This is Hit40UK and that was T2 and 
'Heartbroken', still in the Top 1 in this second 
week of 2008. Nice work for a Yorkshire lad, " 
says the equally Yorkshire DJ. 

It might be 2008, but that just sounded a hell of 
a lot like speed garage. 

"No, but it's bassline though," says producer 
T2, speaking the following Thursday from a much 
quieter car. " People keep comparing it to garage - 
and it's got similar musical roots - but it's different, 
it's new and people will realise that when they hear 
more of it." 

The similarities are more than sonic; just as UK 
garage was to moody drum'n'bass at the turn of 
the century, bassline is the dolled-up, pissed-up hen 
party to the nodding-and-blogging sausage-fest of 
dubstep and grime. (" Don't twist it when I say ladies 
like it," he says. "We got the guys away from the 
walls and dancing too.") 

But unlike garage, bassline, along with its 
most famous proponent T2, started in the North, 
specifically Leeds and Sheffield. 

"I'm really proud that something has started 
where I'm from, " says T (the name he responds 
to, with no hints to the Mark or Steve he might have 
begun with). "And I bear it on my back. I've had 
this success, but now it's my responsibility to shine 
some more light on the rest of the scene. " 



T started producing in a school holiday 
workshop at the age of 12. By the age of 14 he'd 
sweet-talked his way into recording time at the 
Host Media Studio in Chapeltown, Leeds. 

"I'd done this recording with a mate," he says. 
"And we had to give them 60 quid before we 
could have the CD. It took me a week to get my 
half together - that was a really bad wait. " 

T's always had ideas about music, even when 
he lacked the equipment to realise them. Now he 
uses pretty much every music software program 
going. "And no samples, every sound you hear on 
my productions is my own. " 

He doesn't remember when the music he was 
making and dancing to was christened bassline, 
but by November, still only 1 9, he was Number 
Two in the charts. Details of his latest album are 



'Now it's my 
responsibility to shine 
some more light on 
the rest of the scene' 



"classified, secret service" and there are rumours 
that scene-seeking missile Madonna has him locked 
on radar. There's been a bit of jealousy, the usual 
backbiting from the online underground, but 
he's calm. 

"It's part of the package, isn't it really? I'm 
staying positive and rising above it." What he 
really wants is to take bassline to hip-hop heights, 
with himself acting in a Sean Combs or Russell 
Simmons position. 

But do you ever think, say 1 years down the 
line, you'll be thoroughly sick of 'Heartbroken'? 

"Nan. How could I? It'd be like waking up one 
morning and deciding I was bored with my hands. 
It's part of me, bassline is part of me. " 

www.myspace.com/t2musicbassline 



1 . As a successor to grime, niche does what grime 
never could - it crosses over (easily) to new audiences 



and, eschewing all of grime's coded linguistic 
subtleties, speaks to ravers in the simple language 
of BANG. Anyone can understand the Bang Bang 
Bang Bang of the 4x4 House kick. 

2. People are well and truly sick of horrible electro- 
house and its caustic treble overload. It really 

is, for the most part, an appalling club sound and its 
dominance of UK clubs has gone on long enough. The 
kids want bass! To some extent, fidget house provides 
it, but on the whole that's a different kind of bass - 
too much buzzy middle and not enough warm sub, 
it's bass polite enough not to harshen the buzz of 
pill-popping dancefloor drones. It's unsatisfying. 

3. Bass has been topical for the last few years, thanks 
mostly to dubstep. But the thing with dubstep - as 
much as a lot of people have bought into its deep 
vibe and post-d'n'b surliness - there's not a lot of 
fun involved, at least not of the silly, carefree variety. 

T2's 'Heartbroken' became a chart hit (a year after 
enjoying similar status on the underground, as with 
all breakthrough urban records) because of Jodie's 
simplistic girl-next-door vocals, but also because of 
the freshness of T2's production. These crazy kids 
(other names to check are JTJJS7, DJ Murkz, DJ Q, Mr 
Virgo, Paleface) have the same freewheeling creative 
approach to production that made Grime in its infancy 
such an exciting production genre. They have no 
rulebook to check against, no one to answer to. 

You could argue, of course, that a formula is 
emerging. The aforementioned 4x4 kick pattern as 
a foundation is a must. After that, add basslines, the 
more in one track the better. Finishing touches could 
include some eight-bit video game synths, a (wan) 
UK quasi-diva vocal, gunshots, a reggae skank, OTT 
dramatic strings or even sampling a US pop record 
from anytime in the last 1 5 years. 

In fact, bassline has a distinct maximalist 
'headache' quality that separates it from any other 
form of house music, even hard house. Bassline aims 
to do as much as possible per second and i/i//7/continue 
all night long. 

dot-alt.blogspot.com 
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Words: Everett True, 
Louis Pattison, Nat Da vies 
and kicking_k 

I lustration: Lady Lucy 



Two months into 2008 and the Plan B team are sti 
breaking their toys 



Those Dancing Days 

Hitten (Wichita) 

Second emanation from Stockholm teens 
corralling Hammond organ, 'gitarr', 'bas', 
'trummor' and 'sang' into endearingly 
imperfect rehearsal room pop. 

Kick: See, usually I hate anything that smacks 

of an idealisation of high school, emotional 

teenage turmoil etc, but this band has such 

a measured classicism... 

Nat: Rolling out the old Ronettes drum beat 

there - I'm so bored of that. 

Everett: It's way more Blondie than Ronettes. 

Kick:To be fair, they probably heard either for 

the first time only recently. . . YEAR ZERO. 

Nat: Her voice has a Nineties r'n'b sound. 

Kick: One of my songs of 2007, actually, now 

available in 2008. It's a kind of emerging- 

from-adolescencesong. 

Everett: So it's a grower...? 

Nat: Sweet keyboards 

Everett: I'd need to hear this about six more 

times before I could tell whether I liked it or 

not. She sounds pampered. 

Louis: It does have a Blondie feel. I wonder 

what bands they'd consider as inspirations. . . 

Everett: The Long Blondes? 

Nat: Pokemon and Backstreet Boys. 

South Central 

Golden Dawn (Holiphonic) 

UK dance sorts aping French dance sorts. 
Wear black hoodies at all times, sparking 
rumours they're actually undercover police 
officers (not really). 

Kick:This is the best thing of theirs I've heard 
- although it does get a bit Top Gear 2008. 
Louis:The next step is distorting a synthesiser 
so it sounds like a cheese grater being 
violently rubbed against your ear drum. 
Nat: I generally like dance music that uses 
power tools. 

Kick: Will be hilarious in 1 years when all 
these dads are tearing around the place in 



their lozenge-shaped eco-wagons playing 
Do You Remember. . . Nu-Rave? comps. 
Kick: It's comprehensively filtered , which 
detracts from initial bite. And there are some 
duelling bass/guitar elements I wish they 
hadn't included - but they're mixed way 
back. Like a hairy shoulder-blade. 
Louis:The thing with this Justice-type music 
is that on paper you imagine it must be great 
to dance to but actually it's quite difficult. 

Lupe Fiasco 

Dumb It Down (Atlantic) 

Feted Chicago wordsmith drops first single 
from his new (concept) album The Cool. 
Has recently formed supergroup with 
Kanye and Pharell. Ooh, etc. 

Louis: I couldn't get into the last Lupe album 

but this is great. 

Kick: He's flexible - and that's not so 

common, I think. 

Louis: His flow is quite something to unpick. 

Kick:The mega-success of hip-hop has the 

big names in its grip and induces 'em to 

make records that sound like themselves, 

primarily. 50 Cent is more brand than actual 

rapper (and I quite like the dude). 

Everett: Like the vox, but what's that backing 

all about? 

Louis: It's kinda droning synths w/really 

simple jeep beats stuff. Haha - "I'm flying 

on a pegasus, you 're flying on a pheasant. " 

Nat: Always heartening to see young people 

debating the issues of the day. 

Anni Rossi 

Wheelpusher (Too Pure) 

Too Pure singles club ushers out its latest 
love-or-hate proposition, a 'classical kid 
gone viola pop', gone minimal (and as 
pre- interviewed by yr ever prescient Plan B 
back in Issue 23). 

Louis: "To beee a beeeekeeeeper/ln the 
Himalayas. "You've got to kind of like 



(or perhaps hate) any record that starts with 

a line like that. 

Kick: I tend to latch too much onto the colour 

and trajectory of her voice to catch most of 

the words. Not a deal-breaker. 

Louis: I think violas are going to be the harp 

of 2008. 

Everett: Love the minimalism: although 

I can do without the high Ahs. Aaaahs. It 

follows its own path. Sounds very Too Pure, 

don'tcha think? 

Nat: She could be singing about assembling 

flatpack furniture for all I care - her voice 

is spectacular. 

Everett: I'd like to hear her singing about 

assembling flatpack furnit. . . aaah, actually. 

Kick: The fact that it's just her and her viola is 

commendable-and it still has enough 

melodic texture. It really ups the performative 

nature of it, 'cause it's so intimate and, 

ahem, unadorned. 

DJ Blaqstarr 

Shake It To The Ground (Mad Decent) 

A Remix EP that primarily charts what 
happens when London's widely-hyped 
house redeveloper (arf) Switch gets 
his meathooks into the similarly Ml A- 
approved Baltimore young gun's 
second single. 

Nat: One of those songs that's so repetitive 
you could cut it to an 1 8th of its current 
length and still hear everything in it.This held 
my interest for. . .wait. . .what was I saying? 
Everett: Nice intro, but I expected it to move 
on after a couple of minutes or something. 
Louis: Why has Baltimore become the new 
home for strip club music? 
Kick: There are videos from there on YouTube 
- under its cuddly nickname 'Murdaland' 
which are just CCTV vids of horrible mass 
brawls and assaults and firearm stuff- all 
synched to Bmore music such as this. It's 
really, really intense. 



Everett: Yeah, slo-mo shot of someone being 

happy-slapped on eternal repeat to this. 

Louis: " Pack up your room, kids, we're 

moving to Murdaland!" 

Kick:This sounds more like Switch than 

Blaqstarr. Blaqstarr- and Bmore generally 

is much punchier- is a different kind of 

bass music. 

Everett: Got those stretchy rubbery elastic 

beats. It's got my boot moving. 

Nat: I'm slipping into a coma. 

Louis: All in all I feel it's possibly a bit sparse. 

It's piqued my interest though. 

Tussle 

Warning (Optimo remix) 
(Smalltown Supersound) 

Pipe-bashing Liquid Liquid fiends remixed 

by fellow-travellers include influential 

Scots DJs on a post-punk/techno tip. The 

EP also guest stars Hot Chip and (neatly 

enough) DennisYoung. 

Everett: I'm gonna pretend I'm reviewing the 

singles for Pitchfork, momentarily. . .4.7 ! 

...8.1. no, wait. 8.2. 

Kick: What, we have realtime updates? That's 

a new concept. 

Louis: No guitar on this I notice, just bass 

and percussion. 

Everett: Where's this going? Or is it already 

there? 

Louis: It just goes round and round, like 

a conga line that circles the earth. 

Everett:The same boot is tapping. Not conga 

though. Salsa. 

Louis: Actually, this has quite a nice gradual 

progression. 

Kick: Yeah, I like the way it keeps accreting 

one sound per 30 seconds. 

Louis:That really dubby keyboard sound 

is pretty sweet. 

Everett: I'm sticking with 7.3, 1 think. 

Kick: But this is music for a big room. And 

we are in a small room. 
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Pack up your room, kids, we're 
moving to Murdaland! 



Stanley Brinks 

Fox Trot (Ciao Ketchup) 

When Andre left Herman Diine - and 
France - for Berlin and who knows what, it 
was difficult to predict his next move. One 
name change later, it all seems natural, if 
not inevitable. 

Louis: "In the summer of 1973/ A boy was 
born, and that boy was me. . . " How strange, 
to write your musical autobiography and 
release it under someone else's name. 
Nat: I like this -I love stories. 
Louis: For the benefit of the readers, he's now 
telling the life story of his parents too. . .this 
could go back several generations. 
Kick: It's got a smoky jazz thing happening. 
Everett: A real sweet, laidback tale over a 
gentle acoustic, a little percussion and the 
occasional blare of brass. This is like Herman 
Diine, times 1 3. 1 don't know what that 
equation means, but I do know I love this. 
Kick: It's more concentrated? 
Nat: It's got a sort of sepia tint. I can imagine 
some sort of colonial footage going with this. 
Everett: His voice is so cuddlesome but he 
wears a hoodie now and everything. 
Kick: (Raincloud floating inside the hoodie.) 
Everett:That brass is so magical. [Five 
minutes later] Hell. You wouldn'tfeel 
shortchanged if you downloaded this, 
would you? 

Toddla T 

Do You Know ToddlaT (1965) 

Sheffield digi-dancehall producer, curiously 
signed to the same label who signed The 
View, suggesting they're contemplating 
a toe or two into the 21 st Century. 

Nat: I don't wanna know him - he sounds 

like a maniac. 

Louis: "Rice and peas and chicken is nice! " 

Nat: Actually, it's kind of engrossing. 

Kick: What is it with rapping about yr dinner? 

Surely more interesting things must have 



happened to him? Moral: don't go into the 
studio on an empty stomach . . . 
Louis:Wobbly basslines aid digestion. 
Everett: He seems incredibly cheerful for 
someone so hungry. 
Kick: Oh, awesome Princelike falsetto 
chorus over aluminium dancehall business. 
Yeah -this is the first thing on this label that 
I've even halfway liked. 

The Presets 

My People (Modular) 

Mask-wearing electro duo from Sydney 
who sell T-shirts such as 'Rainbow Skull' 
and 'Blow Up Pharaoah' (Tutankhamun 
with sex doll lips). 

Everett: Like Motorheadforvaccum cleaners. 

Kick: I like the "Yeah yeah yea /?"that 

sounds like the Devil approving crimes. 

Nat: Tinnitus waiting to happen. 

Louis: It's like THE END OFTHEWORLD 

(or maybe a bit like the Audio Bullies). 

Everett:This is nasty. I like it. 

Nat: I love this. It's disgusting. A proper arms- 

up dance song. 

Kick:The dude's voice is a bit annoyingly 

stentorian. 

Everett: Now it's one boot, two fingers 

and the cap of my key tapping. You would 

imagine this guy gives good sex. He probably 

doesn't, but it certainly seems like he should. 

He should start calling himself The Pumper. 

Music to pump to. 

Kick: If any electro band wants to use The 

Pumper as their band name, it would be 

our pleasure. 

Louis: I have to go do something relatively 

wholesome now, like delete hardcore porn 

spam from the Plan #forum. 

Nat: I'm not wrecked enough for this to 

be good. 

Kick: I think as a disposable dance number it 

serves the purpose fine. But you probs won't 

walk down the aisle to it. 



Kid Sister 

Pro Nails (Feat Kanye West) 
(Fools Gold) 

She makes hip-hop. She works in a kids' 
clothing store. She is produced by A-Trak 
- Kanye 's DJ and former DMC champ - he 
pops up himself, halfway through. 

Louis: Hmm, a chopped'n'screwed voice and 
a weird twangy sound which keeps getting 
faster and slower- maybe the producer 
of this grew up with a shitty turntable. 
Nat: Oh, I love that s-l-o-w rapping. 
Kick: Musically, it's really compulsive. 
Louis: I don't particularly like this. It's funny 
how some modern hip-hop production 
sounds curiously like mid-Nineties IDM. 
Kick: I like it, but I don't think she drives it. 
Which is unfortunate for yr first single. 

Cut Off Your Hands 

Oh Girl (679) 

NME, The Fly and FACTaW like these 
Strokes-influenced antipodeans. Produced 
by Bernard Butler. 'New Zealand punk pop' 
says the press release. 

Everett: FUCK BERNARD BUTLER. 
Kick:That dude is single-handedly cloning 
himself via willing bands. 
Louis: Actually the worst thing about this 
/sthe production - so thin and trebly. . . 
Everett: What is this? Every corporate indie 
band of the past two decades rolled into 
one?Whofucking needs this? 
Louis: The bass in the verses is OK. It's a bit 
like The Police though isn't it? 
Kick: It must be difficult, coming from NZ. 
Yr soul all well-fed on the bounty of nature 
etc. Hobbits in yr garden. 
Everett: Dude. The best 
guitar-pop label in the 
entire history of guitar- 
pop was from NZ.So 
I don't see why it's 
so difficult. 



Kick: BUTTHAT WAS BEFORE LORD OF 

THE RINGS. 

Everett: Oh yeah. Sorry. 

Kick:The entire country is now basically 

Disneyland for internet people. 

Louis: Indie rock played by unpleasant ores 

Everett:That almost sounds like a compliment. 

Louis: Unpleasant ores. . .who like The Police. 

Kid Harpoon 

The Second EP (Young Turks) 

Originally from Chatham. Has a band 
called The Powers That Be. You need a 
wristband number to get into his website. 
We don't know why. Maybe it's dirty. 

Louis: Not well disposed to this guy. He sets 

off my Pehate alarm. 

Everett: I know not of this Penate album you 

speak of, Mr Pattison, but if it has anything to 

do with this pompous slab of dreary faux-folk 

rubbish I would be most obliged if one could 

find its way into my New Year stocking. 

Kick: Yeah, I'm edging away from this. And 

trying not to make eye contact. 

Nat: It's got those awful guitar parts that 

sounds like Moody Blues or something - 

so dadrock. Its like, "I'm FOAK so I need to 

sing about nature but I'm from London so 

that means rivers. I'll write a song about 

rivers." Genius. 

Louis: " Let's do a song right here ! For we 

are troubadours!" 

Kick: "But I warn you, I drink only Absinthe." 

Everett: WHERE DOES HE GET OFF SINGING 

LIKETHAT? 

Louis:They used to call these cunts buskers in 

my day. 



single of the mont 



Everett /Nat: Stanley Brinks - Fox Trot (Ciao Ketchup 
Louis: Lupe Fiasco - Dumb It Down (Atlantic) 
Kick: Those Dancing Days - Hitten (Wichita) 
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PEOPLE 

AWESOME 



Words: Dan Deacon 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 



Lap(top)-dancing cyberwizard Dan Deacon 
brings seven kinds of OMFG to Old Europe 




Dublin 

I'd first like to apologise to anyone hoping for 
sordid stories from a tour fantasy. Sadly, beyond 
performing, most of my time was spent languishing 
in airports or catching up on sleep. A lot of crazy 
things happened but I'll have to mask that so that 
no one gets in trouble (the internet is crazy). 

The first three days were off days and spent in 
Dublin. It was rad beyond belief. Foggy Notions 
(the promoters) put us up and took us around the 
countryside. Highlights included a Ghost Bus Tour 
and visiting Newgrange, an ancient stone structure 







built to perfectly align with the dawn on the winter 
solstice - old age new age. Once the pre-tour rest 
ended, we (Chester, my tour manager and friend 
who is producing my next record, and I) had some 
fun in Belfast, Galway, Sligo and Dublin. The latter 
was the jewel in crown. It's hands down one of 
my favourite cities to play. Leagues O'Toole, Brian 
(Turtle) and Owen are awesome people. Leaving 



Again, airports 
proved to be the 
worst invention of 



Ireland wasn't so fun... 

Upon arriving at 
the airport, we were 
welcomed with a power 
outage, causing all the 
computers to go down 
and a massive crowd 
to grow, since no one 
could get checked into 
their flights. Ryanair 
handled the situation 
like a rapist with his dick 
cut off - what a fucking 
horrible company of 
cowards and liars. And 
so, somehow, despite 
showing up two hours 
early-and having 
our flight delayed an 
additional two hours - 
we missed it because 
none of their employees 
had any idea what was 
going on. On top of 
that, security wouldn't 
allow me to carry on my 
bag of patch cables and 
power supplies, stating 
that I could tie up the 
people on the plane. 

It took me an hour 
to explain to them they 
were insane and that 
if I wanted to hijack 
a plane I wouldn't bring 



a mesh bag full of colourful, heavy musical 
equipment and put it in my backpack, I would 
bring plastic ties and hide them in my pants. This 
reasoning made them think I was even more of 
a crazy asshole. 

Manchester 

Once we got to the UK, Chester and I metMontag 
who we would be touring with for the next week. 
He's a rad person who really helped to relax us for 
the stressful trip that was ahead. After the show we 
hung out with my friend Alex (of Spank Rock) drank 
too much and got lost. I took part in one of my 
favourite drunk activities - listening to birds when 
I should be sleeping. 

Liverpool 

Liverpool was one of the worst shows of the tour 
and, since we didn't know anyone there, we had to 
get a hotel and it totally sucked. The room was right 
above a 24-hour kitchen so it reeked of fried oil - 
and it was pouring outside so we couldn't open the 
windows. At 7am they started massive construction 
right work outside our room. What a night! 

London 

The next day was a day of kings. It was a Friday night 
show in London for the Upset The Rhythm birthday 
party with No Age. It had sold out pretty far in 
advance so I was really excited. The venue looked 
like it normally had hardcore shows or square 
dancing - but with a huge Christmas grotto. 

Rennes 

Again, airports proved to be the worst invention 
of man. We had to go to check into our flight right 
after the show. When we showed up in Rennes 
(two hours late) I was informed that my equipment 
was lost. . . 'somewhere'. This was shitty because it 
was a 7,000-person room, I had a pretty good time 
slot, and I'd slept all day since there was nothing else 
to do. Then, an hour before I was scheduled to play, 
my luggage showed up and -with nosoundcheck- 
I set up. It was my first show on a stage with a barrier 
and it totally sucked dick. It didn't make any sense. 
And, right before I started the band before me 
sprayed champagne over my equipment, causing 
it to short out throughout the night. 

Paris 

We had the next day off and took a train to Paris. 
Had a wicked dream about a mountain and a 
samurai. It ruled. Once in Paris we hung out with 
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my friend Shobo Shobo. He is like a solid sword of light. Everything rad is inside 
him always. The next night was a pretty fun show with Girl Talk. It was insane 
how many Americans were at the show. I felt like we had tricked someone - 
and been tricked - at the same time. 

Prague 

Chester and I left the venue at about 4am and went to catch our 7am flight, 
still drunk. When we showed up in Prague we were exhausted and hungover. 
Luckily we were met by our new awesome friend Andre. He set us up in an 
apartment and let us sleep until the show- much needed, as we hadn't in four 
days. The show was in a weird/bar place above a casino. I didn't know what to 
expect, but the people there were awesome and seemed to be having a really 
great time. It made me super happy. 

Andre showed us around Prague and took us to this AMAZING mechanical 
instrument museum. This was one of the most important musical moments in 
my life, and this place will have a major impact on my approach to composition. 

Brussels 

Our clothes reeked of cigarettes from the show the night before - we thought 
maybe we could steam the smell out while we ate breakfast. So we hung our 
clothes up in the bathroom and put the shower on full blast as hot as it went. 
We came back to our room and noticed the carpet around our door was 
darker. When we opened the door the entire room was flooded. The heat 
from the shower had cracked the base causing all the near-boiling water to 
pour onto the floor. It was even leaking through the walls. We quickly packed 
out bags, told them we had a problem with the bathroom and got the fuck out 
of there. Sorry. 

Amsterdam 

Chester hadn't smoked weed in, like, two years so we went to this coffee shop 
and got stoned like stupid Americans in Amsterdam. By the time we left it 
was dark - we thought hours had passed (they hadn't) and were so paranoid. 
I thought hookers were going to mug and kill us. Instead, we stumbled into 
this amazing gallery, W139, and it filled us with the proper vibes. 

After this I went back to my room and worked on the music for Ultimate 
Reality Two. I hadn't had much time to work on new stuff so it was a lot of fun. 

The show ruled and we met a lot of awesome people, but again: airports 
kill all fun. The show got out at 4am. Check in for the flight was at 6am. 

Barcelona 

The show was at this huge crazy place called Apollo and it was a dance party for 
Primavera. The audience was by far the most insane of the entire tour. At one 
point I was hugged by about 1 people while others were fucking with my gear. 
It was beautiful and horrifying at the same time. 

Glasgow 

The tour ended on New Year's Eve in Glasgow playing the Optimo party in this 
amazingly amazing venue. It was an outdoor fruit market transformed into 
a performance space that looked like the Joker and his henchmen would party 
there when Batman was asleep. I changed up my normal show, had the light 
guy do most of the lights while I triggered the strobes. There was also a huge 
video projector and camera mounted directly to my table of equipment. I think 
this will become the setup for my future shows. 



playlist: 

jumbo records, leeds 

Words: Adam Gillison, Matt 
Bradshaw and Tom Smith 
Illustration: Kirk Hiatt 



Kid Twist 

ABionicYellEP 

This one blew us away from the first listen: 
electronica with a soulful heart, fresh sound, 
and the vibrancy Junior Boys gave off when 
they first arrived. Loaf Records is one of the 
best labels around at the moment -great 
sounds and beautiful packaging. 

Various 

Country Goes Rock And Roll (Vol Three) 

The recent resurgence in rockabilly, jump 
blues and country rock'n'roll has shone the 
spotlight on some superb labels like Ace, 
Bear Family, Viper and Buffalo Bop who 
have gained a new audience of curious folk 
wanting to dip their toes into some old-time 
bopping and wailing. 

Andy Vote I 

One Nation Under A Grave 

Done with skillful aplomb, bizarre abandon 
and a genuine sense of fun, Andy trips 
around the world's wig-out reserves and 
appeals directly to the freak in all of us. 
It's world music, but not as we know it. 

Modified Toy Orchestra 

Toygopop 

This represents the resurgence of bedroom/ 
DIY electronica in a big way; the creation 
of Brian Duffy and his circuit-bending old 
children's electronic toys to act as new 
musical instruments. The results are strange, 
otherworldly, but oddly approachable and 
human in a half-recognisable way. 

Sam Baker 

Pretty World 

Sam was seriously injured by a terrorist bomb 
in Peru some years ago. His songs reflect 
this life-changing experience, with halting, 
almost spoken vocals, drawing you in. One 
of the great Americana albums of 2007. 



Vampire Weekend 

Mansard Roof 

Lazily tagged as being Afrobeat-influenced; 
this new single from Brooklyn's Vampire 
Weekend is really just pure NY nu- wave 
brilliance with a percussive vibe and every 
time we DJ with it, at least two people ask 
who it is - a surefire sign of genius. 



Dip your toes 
into some old- 
time bopping 
and wailing 



Darkstar 

Dead 2 Me/Break 

Here's a dubstep record achieving a lightness 
of touch uncharacteristic of the genre. 
Hauntingly melodic, over a series of releases, 
Darkstar have shown enough inventiveness 
to suggest they're here for the long term. 

Lovefingers 

RvingOfTheNerdsVoU 

A four track EP of heavy kosmische sounds 
where phased torn drums and epic slow 
motion eastern horns brush up against 
burbling sci-fi bass and expansive space FX. 

7 Hertz 

Tender, Almost Vulgar 

Fresh from their collaboration with David 
Thomas Broughton, Leeds-based 7 Hertz 
deliver their debut album, a jazz/folk/ 
classical hybrid with improv tendencies. 
Incredibly well-formed for a debut, and 
highly original stuff. 

Beyond The Wizard's Sleeve 

Edits 

The word is COSMIC and these guys have 
an unearthly ability to make us reconsider 
and reflect upon the tunes they so beautifully 
prune and tinker with. Offerings for the feet 
andlUe mind. 

Jumbo Records, 3 1 Merrion Street, 
St John's Centre, Leeds, LS2 8LQ. 
www.jumborecords.co.uk 
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when we meet 

Words: Everett True and kicking_k 

It's time to absorb all of this, now, 
through yr eyes (then ears) 



Aleks And The Drummer 

We're talking Marianne Nowottny. We're talking 
Electrelane. We're talking minimal, organ-fuelled, 
Gothic two-pieces from Chicago fronted by a 
lady who often dresses up and reverts to her native 
Polish, wobbly and emotional and translucent. 
We're talking the silence that lingers in between 
knife cuts. 
www.myspace.com/aleksandthedrummer 

Anus Against Nature 

When Everett True was young, he was in a band 
called Blowjob. His cool, cruel mates told him that 
it was named such because they all blew down 
recorders (and rammed plugs under guitar strings, 
while rifling through packs of cards for percussion). 
So he scrawled the band's name all over his school 
exercise books, and was promptly put in detention. 
Surreally, Bucharest resident Anus Against Nature 
sound remarkably similar: this is not necessarily 
a recommendation at all. 
www.myspace.com/anusagainstnature 

El Guincho 

Genuine sunshine from Spain, albeit refracted 
through the kaleidoscopic extremes of lysergic 



Ye olde school 
Walkman tapes 
and oversize mono 
headphone 



supernature (the record cover features a parrot 
tripping its feathers off). Animal Collective 
comparisons are inevitable, but this is a carnival 
all of its own, wide, wide skies unfolded, dancing 
crowds, crystal beaches, you entirely know the 
score, www.myspace.com/elguincho 

Lykke Li 

"Growing up on a mountaintop in Portugal, 
the only music available to her was Madonna's 
Immaculate Collection.. . " says the press release. 
Entire genres could (and should) start like this. 
For Lykke Li's part, the translation results in 
a rather ethereal calypso, micro-percussion and 
clusters of budding notes as she growls girlishly 
through the undergrowth. Having long since 
relocated to Stockholm and now blowing 





(gently) up on the Swedish scene, Europe's 
poptimists will doubtless heed the call. 
www.myspace.com/lykkeli 



Pussy Patrol 

Pussy Marine, Pussy Mariette and Pussy Charlene 
play dirty, messy, grungy, raw-ass garage rock: 
like The Frumpies strained through a Dickless 
blender, but from France and with oodles of bad 



Scary Mansion 

Introducing Leah Hayes, a fateful ly gifted artist whose 
ballpoint and scratchboard skillz have delivered unto 
her a contract with Fantagraphics. And, providing 
further proof that talent is hardly democratically 
apportioned, she spends her downtime putting 
together somewhat sarcastic ballads with title such 
as 'Sorry We Took All Your Money' and 'Sharkish Sea'. 
www.myspace.com/scarymansion 



taste numbers like 'Lick My Periods'. Actually, 
now we think on it, they're a dead ringer for 
Lunachicks circa their first EP This is totally, 
absolutely, a fucking recommendation. 
www.myspace.com/pussypatroldetamer 



Realistic Crew 

It's arguable that Plan B hasn't devoted much 
time to the abstract hip-hop scene out in 
Hungary. In fact, haters may even allege we 
had no conception such a thing was going on. 
Of course, and in actual fact, we're always rocking 
this stuff on our ye olde school Walkman tapes 
and oversize mono headphone, usually while 



Ex-Tussle dude springs ship to wrap himself (plus 
listeners) in manifold warm tones, eschewing 
ensemble productions for the sonic equivalent of an 
idyllic maritime scene rendered with the Photoshop 
digital airbrush. His recent full-length, In Lightwas 
quite lovely, lush and comes highly recommended as 
a substitute for sunrises, should you be SAD in the city 
or whatever, www.myspace.com/arp001 



bestowing excellent tramline designs on each 
other's nodding bonces. Levity aside, the soup-thick 
arrangements of programming plus cello, piano 
and trumpet pushed by Kitty- Yo's latest twist on 
the hip-hop template is a very suitable soundtrack 
to yr next multi-storey carpark moment. 
www.kitty-yo.net/wp/artists/realistic-crew 

Silverlink 

If nu-rave has gleefully stripped its less media- 
studied progenitor of all its most obvious and least- 
rooted stylistic touches and made a killing/spree off 
of these accessories, it's a relief to hear there are 
those out there willing to immerse themselves 
deeper than grabby fingers. And so, all praise the 
excessive invention of those such as this Adaadat- 
endorsed, public transport-named gentleman, as 
his aluminium bass weaves between the hypertense 
bluster of slappy beats like a bendy bus through an 
in-process crash scene. 
www.myspace.com/silverlink 



Sons Of Noel & Adrian 

Brighton collective whistle and wassail among 
darkened, dusty eaves: a flutter of plucked 
acoustic here, a pull on the tambourine there. . . 
some distant trumpet fading in from the balcony. 
Very studious, very melancholy - like a gaggle 
of distraught cafe dwellers have got together 
to discuss their abiding love for David Thomas 
Broughton. Includes members of the magical 
Hamilton Yarns. 
www.myspace.com/sonsofnoelandadrian 





lowers 

Words: Noel Gardner 
Photography: Emily Graham 



"If you have a barrier, look past it, fuck the barrier, 
deal with it. " Words to live by from Shaun Hencher, 
frontman of Nottingham-based kerblammo rock 
princes Lowers. It's not a metaphor for anything, 
he's talking about an actual barrier, as in one that 
Lowers might find between them and the audience. 
The fucking is probably a figure of speech too, but 
if you've seen Hencher- bassist Michael Drake, 
guitarist Henry Withers and drummer Stephen Rose 
- cranking it live, you might wonder. 

The roots of Lowers lie in two bands. Kamikazee 
were a short-lived wall of thrashing hardcore noise 
which featured Hencher and Drake; before them, 
and subject to rather wider exposure, were The 
Murder Of Rosa Luxemburg, who featured Hencher 
plus Drake, "On every tour as merch man -he was 
always around and very much part of our setup" . 
Equipped with both the giddy naivety of teenagers 
set free from the provinces (Worcester, in this case) 
for the first time, and the throbbing brains of people 
trying to assimilate their influences (roughly: the 
grotesque carnival art of someone like Trumans 
Water, post-Mogwai guitar tinkling and the chaotic 
emotional force of assorted Gravity Records bands) 
onto plastic, before splitting in early 2005, they 
were genuinely exciting, and looked like they might 
even get quite big. 

"When we were playing we never stopped 
to think what people thought," Shaun says. "As 
a band we annoyed a lot of people. We took a lot of 
shit at shows and really never fitted in, but we didn't 
care. We wanted to operate in our own way. " 

The Murder Of Rosa Luxemburg and Lowers 
share, if nothing else, the common thread of 
intangibility: it won't be a riff or a chorus that sticks 



with you, but a kind of all-encompassing cloud of 
sound. 'Laughing Man', their most recent side, and 
its predecessor 'Near Enough For Jazz' encapsulate 
this idea. They lurch, sounding haunted by 
something, perhaps a relic from the late-Eighties 
boom times of noisy independent rock, or a studio 
engineer looking fearfully at his levels. The ability of 
four men to sound like a lot of bands featuring a lot 
more men, without the result coming off like lads- 
together aggression rawk, is also an achievement. 
One showcased, thus far, via three seven-inch 
singles-all released on the fine Jonson Family 
label - and about a hundred live shows. 

"I get satisfaction from playing," isShaun's 
equivocal summary. "We frequently end up on 
bills where we sound little like the rest of the bands 
because we want to play as much as possible. 



'At least we aren't 
about wearing the 
right band shirt' 



Sometimes we can be the worst band you ever 
saw, but at least we aren't about wearing the right 
band shirt or having the most merchandise. " 

Lowers aren't just a very good band, the sort 
that crystallises why you find the pursuit of bliss 
through volume and distortion so exciting -they're 
a wise band too. If you wish to be answerable to no 
one in your career, that includes internet hardmen 
and drunken merch-table backbiters. 'Ambition' 
has many permutations, and you'd have to be pretty 
thick to think it a dirty word by definition. "Without 
ambition, what would you hope to achieve? If you 
were happy with what you had in the first place 
you probably wouldn't do much. Are we playing 
in a band to get rich? If that's the case then I think 
we started the wrong type of band. " 

www.myspace.com/letscommunicate 



ray rumours 

Words: Miranda lossifidis 



I first saw her from far above, in a glass 
elevator; she had dark hair and a red bag. 
It felt as if we were in a novel, as I knew it 
had to be her, even though we'd never met. 
I had just spent half an hour with Picasso's 
'Guernica', as we were meeting outside 
Madrid's Reina Sofia museum. I was late, 
but thought I should text as I waited for the 
elevator. "Hi, do you have a red bag?" I said. 
I got in the elevator and waited for her to 
look around, as it descended to her level. 
She said she did have a red bag, and that 
she would bebytheflag. 

We shook hands and wentto a bar 
to have coffee. Even though Spain's had 
the smoking ban for a year, everyone still 
smoked. This was very Spanish, she said. 
She knows this as she's lived there. She 
"liked being a foreigner" she said, and she 
likessinging in Spanish and mighttrytosing 
in French, perhaps, when she lives there. 

That story, the strange but nice 
coincidence that we were both in Madrid, 
felt as if it could belong to a song that Ros 
Murray has made as Ray Rumours. Murray 
says that she "I ikes to record her songs as 
soon as she writes them" (in case they are 
forgotten) and keep it as lo-f i as possible. 
She is proud of this, and wears it as a badge 
of honour, I think. 

It's Francois (www.myspace.com/ 
francoisinbristol) that's encouraged her 
to put things out now, after her previous 
band Electrelane went on 'indefinite 
hiatus'. They've got a record coming out 
together on Too Pure's singles club. It's all 
watercolours, and that's reflected in the 
songs too. She thinks that her solo work is 
"leaning towards twee", but I'd disagree. 
I don't thinkshe should have this lack of 
confidence about her own songs. They are 
like a great storybook. "They're proper 
songs," she says, "Catchy ones." There's 
even a toy accordion that she I ikes to use - 
we both like them that way, as they are more 
manageable for people with small hands. 

It's nice for her to be doing things alone: 
she enjoys making songs in her bedroom, 
improvising with immediacy. It's another 
cloak that she can wear, when she's not (as 
she so often is) probing avant-garde French 
authors from the Twenties. 

We finish our conversation talking about 
The Story Of The Eye after seeing a photo 
of Picasso in a glass box next to a Bullfighter. 
The encounter has come full circle. The cloak 
is a lustrous red. 

www.myspace.com/rayrumours 
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in the mix: st vincent 

When you're feeling delicate 

Presenting a collection from uncommon multi- 
instrumentalist Annie Clark who, having slung axes 
for Sufjan Stevens and The Polyphonic Spree, is now 
going it alone under her self-bestowed honorific. 
With the various textures, genres and, yes, human 
moods that inhabit her upfront debut, Marry Me, 
we figured she'd be good at guiding fragile souls 
through purgatory. Or, to put it less whimsically, 
a bunch of stuff to listen to in the depths of a hangover. 
We would suggest the only way to check whether it 
works or not is to drink unto imbecility immediately. 
Seevouinthemorninq. 



Hauschka Chicago Morning 

"This is really emotive prepared piano piece. Hauschka 
is a German lad, yet the music has distinct African 
rhythmic influences and qualifies as minimalist. The 
quiet consistency of the melancholy makes it easy 
to fall asleep or meditate to. I have been listening to 
it a lot recently, especially while driving along the 
autobahn on this tour, which seems a very fitting 
place to hear it, considering the source." 

Robert Wyatt Rock Bottom 

"This is my favorite Robert Wyatt record. He released it 
in 1 973 after becoming paralysed from the waist down. 
Despite the wrenching and longing in the record, he still 
manages a hope and a playfulness lyrically. I can listen 
to this record on a long walk in a foreign town or with 
a glass of wine at home. . .anytime, any place, really." 

David Sylvian Blemish 

"'Blemish' is a study in subtlety and is probably best 
described as a heartbroken song. I listened to it most 
recently while watching the sunrise over the Irish 
channel - it made the setting seem even more stilted, 
cinematic, and surreal." 

Roger Doyle The Temptation Of John The Baptist 

" Roger's short piano compositions I think fit perfectly 
with this text-mixtape. I first heard this on a real mix 
when I was on tour in the frozenjim Burton-esque 
American Midwest last January - it's subtle, eloquent, 



Stereolab Barock-Plastik 

" I bought this record, The First Of The Microbe 
Hunters, at the local indie/used record store on a whim, 
when I was 1 6. It promptly became the soundtrack 
to a very impressionable period of music listening 
and book reading." 

Eric Malmberg Finalen 

"This track is French-pop-esque, but more sonically 
Sixties and introspective. The harmony is ambiguous, 
but the mood is revelatory." 

www.ilovestvincent.com 




music that time forgot: 
new age steppers 

Words: Everett True 



In 1 981 , the debut, self-titled album from New Age 
Steppers was released. 

I wasn't aware of it, far as I can recall. This 
was odd, as it featured members of several of my 
favourite groups (The Pop Group, The Slits, The 
Raincoats, The Flying Lizards), plus musicians from 
Creation Rebel and Aswad - and it pretty much 
sounded as good as all that implies. Maybe there 



Songs so loose and free and elastic 
and sensual they buggered my 
musical perceptions for years 
afterwards 



was too much else going on (The Birthday Party, 
Blurt, Crass) for me to pay attention, but it was 
some miss. It wilfully straddled the fertile ground 
between The Slits' two studio albums (it appeared 
halfway between them): patchy, sure - but also 
heady, dope-addled, spacious, dub-heavy, 
adventurous, produced by Adrian Sherwood, with 
spiralling, high-pitched vocals from Ari Up and 
assertive, distorted vocals from The Pop Group's 
Mark Stewart, plus a few genial instrumental tracks. 

New Age Steppers contained a Slits track 
('Animal Space', stretched way out of shape), 
a future cult single B-side (music journalist Vivien 
Goldman's awesome, paranoid 'Private Armies', 
recorded amid PiL's Flowers Of Romance sessions), 
bicycle bells, the sound of kettles boiling, a track 
that would, 20 years later, become a mainstay of 



my DJ set (the melodious, mellifluous 'Fade Away') 
and enough experimental excellence to keep the 
tapes running for 43 minutes. It was clearly inspired 
by the good-natured dub madness of Studio One 
and Lee 'Scratch' Perry, and, in time, served as 
a welcome introduction to same. 

But in 1 981 , 1 was sadly bereft of my dub fix: 
reggae was still mostly alien to ears sullied by 1 0cc 
('Dreadlock Holiday') and too many Police TOTP 
appearances. Although I did love Linton Kwesi 
Johnson's rants. . .but who didn't? And, of course, 
The Slits' Cut was a mainstay even then - but I was 
coming at it more from a Raincoats' angle, than 
producer Dennis Bovell's. . .you have to understand 
The Clash championed reggae, and their combat 
fatigues were enough to turn anyone off. 
I eventually ceded defeat in '82, and bought 
the debut New Age 
Steppers seven-inch 
(first release on On-U), 
quickly followed by 
the Crucial 90 Statik 
cassette for £5.99 from 
future Foetus singer Jim 
Thirwell's underground 
tape counter in Virgin 
Oxford Walk, packaged 
in lurid yellow and with a free poster. One side of the 
cassette, marked with a yellow dot, was New Age 
Steppers. And that was fucking great. The other 
(marked by pink) was its slightly more conventional 
follow-up, Action Battlefield, which featured 
the indelible single 'My Love', and Neneh Cherry 
on backing vocals. And that was even better. 
Songs so loose and free and elastic and sensual 
they buggered my musical perceptions for years 
afterwards: songs that spun and slithered and 
slurped and slid unheeding on their way to a new 
musical perception. It's an album that sounds way 
contemporary now, as fans such as Chicks On 
Speed, DFA Records and Disco Not Disco can attest. 

I never did get to see New Age Steppers play 
live. But man, they sure helped turn my musical 
education around. 
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remote viewer: oslo DIY 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Je Suis Animal Photography:Tine Isaksen 




It had been a few years since my last visit, and I'd 
started to associate Norway only with improv, black 
metal and noise. Those were the sounds coming 
my way from this favourite adopted country, and 
my personal preoccupations; besides, it does excel 
at all three genres. But a recent trip unexpectedly 
psyched me up about the gentler sounds on offer in 
the unassumingly radical city of Oslo. It helped that 
I was staying above Sound Of Mu, an art collective- 
cum-venue, courtesy of a friend who lives, manages 
the bar and programmes bands there. In between 
helping with the recycling and necking free coffee, 
I heard tell of a thriving DIY scene that included 
sprawling skronk-pop collectives, shoegazey dream 
pop and spooked, homemade 'splatter-folk'. 

The box of CDs on sale at the bar included many 
on the Metronomicon Audio label, started up by 
Jorgen Skjulstad, whom I knew from his multi- 
instrumental turns with Salvatore, Oslo's most 
longstanding, shapeshifting Krautrock band, and 
his dextrous solo project, Center Of The Universe. 
I had no idea he was commanding a lo-f i but very 
prolific universe of his own. A few nights later, we 
met up at a very well-organised squat party, where 
his current band, the sprawling, joyful Now We've 
Got Members, were making a 1 0-piece righteous 
racket that sounded like The Ex jamming with a 
church youth group in an imagined middle Eastern 
bazaar. The package of CDs that arrived in London 
soon after had a similarly bright, organic feel: 
neat collages of sound and art, put together with 
a sugar-rush of enthusiasm and philosophy. 

Metronomicon started as an outlet for Center 
Of The Universe, with Jorgen burning CD-Rs and 
selling them at parties "from a small blue suitcase" . 
Friends started asking him to release their music, 
"And suddenly we were a label. We wanted 
to do everything ourselves, to have control over 
everything from the production of the music to 
the sleeves and what should be released. We were 
inspired by labels such as Smithsonian Folkways, 
Hapna, The Utrophia Collective, Pirahna, Arhoolie, 
Leaf . . .various DIY labels and collectives. " 

How do you organise it all? "I do a lot of office 
work to run the label and arrange concerts," says 
Jorgen. "I coordinate- but the guys in Yokoland 
[another Metronomicon band] take care of the 
design and printing, Cyrano does the finances, Ergo 
does the mail order, Sara checks for spelling errors. . . 
When we started I didn't know anything except 
how to play some instruments and operate a four- 
track, so I have learned a lot about recording, sound, 
organisation and bureaucracy from doing this." 



Lured to the opening of a vintage clothes shop 
by the promise of free wine (in Norway, getting 
drunk on the cheap is an art in itself), we caught 
a stripped down set from two of Je Suis Animal, 
a Norwegian/British band already championed by 
Plan B after a UK appearance at the Dream Machine 
festival. They suited their surroundings perfectly, 
playing dusty, Young Marble Giants-ish bedroom 
pop with some of Broadcast's brittle melancholy. 
Their debut album Self-Taught Magic From A Book 
is out this month. "It was recorded in a community 
hall in the woods in Norway, with bears and locals 
sneaking around outside," says singer and guitarist 
Elin Grimstad. "We love the techniques used on 
Sixties recordings so we played live and used distant 
mic techniques to capture the ambience. " 

Je Suis Animal are signed to Perfect Pop Records, 
" Really more of a loose collective of bands a bit like 
Elephant 6". Elin cites a mysterious roster including 
"The Ethnobabes, Astroburger and The Chairs. 
We're massive fans of The Tables, who must be 
Norway's best kept secret. " 

So how does Je Suis Animal's gentle, retro pop fit 
into the local scene? "The music scene in Oslo used 
to be more of a macho stoner rock and metal scene 
-a bit of a Viking complex, perhaps!" laughs Elin. 
"But two or three years ago a lot of new electronic 
and indie pop bands appeared." She namechecks 
nu-gaze boy-bands Lionheart Brothers and 120 
Days - names already familiar to regulars at 
London's Sonic Cathedrals club nights. 

Back at Metronomicon, which Elin describes 
pretty succinctly, as "A label with ethics, run by the 
artists", Jorgen Skjulstad's inspirations are from 
further afield: "The books of Jorge Luis Borges, 
Kurt Vonnegut and Robert Anton Wilson; Greek 
rebetika; Balkan music; Albanian folk; calypso from 
Trinidad; dub; dubstep and jungle music," he lists. 
But ultimately, his aims are those shared by the DIY 
community the world over: "To release whatever 
we want to release in any format, to make concerts 
and happenings, to stay friends, get to know 
people, drink coffee and have a nice time. " 

www.metronomiconaudio.net 



A sugar-rush of 
enthusiasm and 
philosophy 
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kosmische outriders 



Words: MarkPilkington 

Illustration: Gwenola Carrere 



From immense kosmische dronescapes to sugar-rush rhythms and merry electromelodies # it's 
almost impossible not to find traces of their sound in contemporary electronic music, whether 
that's the nostalgic loops of James Holden and Boards Of Canada, the Casio motoriks of Holy 
Fuck # the minimal techno of Kompakt Records or the experimental tremors of Black Dice and 
Sunroof. Yet almost 40 years after their first performances, there are still far too many people 
out there who haven't heard the music of Krautrock pioneers Kluster, Cluster and Harmonia 






april 2007 

Sat facing each other across a functional table 
top, their faces betraying calm but deeply focused 
intensity, their bodies still save the occasional 
movement of their hands, which make small 
deliberate gestures, the two men, older if not 
old, might be playing chess at a pavement cafe 
in Vienna or Berlin. 

Instead, they are onstage at a metal-stained 
London rock venue, bathed in deep red light before 
a rapt audience of 200 geeks and gawkers. The 
table is neatly strewn with cables, CD players, mixers 
and a small synthesiser whose combined outputs 
fill the room with squelches, squawks, womms 
and wibble; warm, fluid pulsations that might 
be bathospheric recordings from within a vast, 
bio-mechanical whale. 

At the helm are Hans Joachim Roedelius and 
Dieter Moebius, tonight they are Cluster, and 
together they form a critical axis of the unspoken 
history of late 20th Century experimental music. 

Rewind 39 years to a back room of the Schaubuhne 
theatre-bar in West Berlin. Here Roedelius, a 35- 
year-old masseur who has drifted into the city's 
burgeoning experimental music scene, and Conrad 
Schnitzler, 32, a student of the artist-visonary 
Joseph Beuys and the scene's maestro, run the 
Zodiak Free Arts Lab. The Zodiak is a haven for 
freaks and avant-gardists to enjoy psychedelia, 
free-jazz, free performance and freakout; a venue 
and practice space and, as the birthing ground for 
Tangerine Dream (of which Schnitzler was a founder 
member) as well as Kluster: a galactic centre for 
Kosmische Musik. 




The Zodiak was the centre of a musical 
revolution in a country teetering on the edge of 
political revolution, butfor Roedelius, now a kind, 
dome-headed, twinkly-eyed but still imposing 70- 
something, the politics of the Zodiak were purely 
the politics of the imagination, a place to channel 
the madness outside into performance and sound. 
It's an attitude that is quite understandable from 
one who had survived, among other things, 
being press-ganged into the Hitler Jugend at 1 1, 
getting caught up on the Russian front in WWII, 
spending two years in a Stasi labour camp and, 
later, babysitting for the Baader-Meinhof crowd. 
Having seen the tumultous effects of political 
revolution at first hand, something that most of 
his Zodiak contemporaries had experienced only 
through its aftermath, Roedelius wasn't sure if 
West Germany needed another one. 

Schnitzler, however, was a very different animal. 
Known as something of a wild man even in the 
anarchic foment of late Sixties Berlin, Con was 
already creating obtuse and abstract 'chamber' 
music as Noises and Plus/Minus, drawing in 
accomplices including Roedelius, who also 
performed with the eight-piece gestalt-rockers 
Human Being and solo with, "A microphone, 
a handmade flute and an alarm clock" . Among 
those digging the Zodiak sounds was another 
young student of Beuys (and then a steakhouse 
chef), Dieter Moebius. "One day in 1 969, Achim 
and Conny asked if I wanted to join a group called 
Kluster," says Moebius, now a spry, wiry and impish 
63-year-old. "A few days later, on 1 7 July 1 969, we 
were performing a 1 2-hour concert in an art gallery 
above a Berlin shopping centre." 






> 



Early performances, which were - and still 
are - always improvised, had the trio operating 
in dense but open-ended cacophonous drift- 
space, employing modified cellos, guitars, flutes, 
microphones, tape machines, organs, percussion 
and whatever else they could find to open aural 
doorways into Otherness. For Schnitzler it was 
art and performance, for Moebius it was, "Some 
kind of music", butfor Roedelius it was something 
more complex and personal: "All the horrors of my 
childhood, it was all about coming back to normal, 
a process of becoming aware of myself. So it was 
art and music, but first a sort of self-finding. " It 
wasn't a pretty sound, or even a pleasant one, 
and was certainly a world away from the already 
'traditional' psychedelic music of the imported rock 
groups, yet Kluster's music had its own captivating 
structure, beauty and undeniable majesty and, in 
the spirit of a difficult age, the small audiences at 
their 1 2 gigs were largely enthusiastic. 

A few months later, having relocated 
themselves, their equipment and their girlfriends 
to Dusseldorf, where Schnitzler was able to fix them 
up with more gallery and artspace shows, Kluster 
were ready to record. Funding for the studio session 
that produced their first two albums Klopfzeichen 
('tapping' or 'knocking' signals) and Zwei-Osterei 
('Two Easter Eggs') came from Oskar Gottlieb Blarr, 
a church organist with a passion for avant-garde 
music. The records were released on the religious 
Schwann label, with the proviso that they contained 
Christian content; hence the first sides of both 
albums are accompanied by dramatically declaimed 
agit-poetry and spiritual admonition. It's a strange 
way to start an avant-garde musical career- though 
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what comes around 
goes around, and 
Roedelius would 
convert to Catholicism 
in 1984. 

Keeping with the 
religious metaphor, it 
might be fair to describe 
the initial Kluster albums 
as an LSD-dipped tour 
through the circles of 
post-war hell: batteries 
buzz, oil barrels clang 
and marbles roll around 
in a bowl, accompanied 
by cello, flute, guitar 
feedback and organ 



By 1971 Kluster were beginning to make a name 
for themselves on the underground, butSchnitzler 
was ready to pursue life as a solo musician and artist. 
Moebiusand Roedelius, however, were just getting 
started. The change in line-up required a new name, 
but their attitude, and theirsound, remained much 
the same. So Kluster became Cluster and, along 
with their now-friend Conny and a mongrel dog 
named Stinky, they continued in their mission. 

Their first album, Cluster, was released by Philips, 
who were quick to get hip to West Germany's newly 
evolving 'kosmische' (cosmic) sound, and presents 
the trio (once again produced by Plank) evolving 
at a glacial pace. Cluster is, if anything, even darker 
than its predecessors, with a harsher, more abrasive 
and electronic sound evoking colossal forges and 
tectonic shifts. Cluster II, recorded for the trendy 



november 2007 

In the grandiose, elegant surroundings of Berlin's 
Haus der Weltkulturen, whose collapse is said to 
have given Einsturzende Neubauten their name, 
Roedelius and Moebius appear small on the huge 
open stage, where they are joined by a third mind. 
Looking like a dapper, suntanned cross between 
David Hasselhoff and Roger Waters is the man who 
changed their muscial world - Michael Rother. 

While Rother and Moebius have been 
performing live together for a few years now, it's 
the first time that Harmonia have played as a trio 
in 31 years and their collaboration, improvised as 
ever, is a world away from the organic machine 
room groove of Cluster's earlier 2007 performance. 
As images of their youthful selves are projected 
behind them, the tidy trio, accompanied by 
a choir conducted by electronica artist Barbara 
Morgenstern, generate a sparse, warm and very 
human atmosphere of Zen flow. Sampled chimes, 
gongs and bells ring out between the pads and 
pulses: Moebius and Roedelius pore over samplers 
and CDs while Rother drops in simple but ecstatic 
digital rhythms and, ever so sparingly, taunts us with 
gliding, beatific but never saccharine guitar. 

It's a long performance, filled with bold silences 
and not-quite-empty space, providing ample room 
for contemplation. As the men they were 30 years 
ago drift and swirl overhead, we consider the 
impermanence of all things and the problems with 
keeping up with oneself. No body, and no band, 
can ever compete with the heights of their own 
creative life, the moments when chance, time 
and chemistry give rise to brilliance. But, a couple 
of karaoke moments aside, when the band are 
literally playing with themselves over greatest hits, 
Harmonia don't try. Why should they? 

In a quieter moment someone yells, "Ambient! " 
-as if it were a bad thing. And as if Harmonia hadn't 
invented Brian Eno... 

Seeking respite from the intensity of being one half 
of Neu ! and a key player in the first incarnation 
of Kraftwerk, after recording the troubled second 



'A few days later, we were performing a 12-hour concert in 
an art gallery above a Berlin shopping centre' -Dieter Moebius 




drones to create a 
seething topographic 
dissonance that 
stretches from 
Edgard Varese on 
one horizon to The 
Velvet Underground 
on the other. This 
potential audio 
catastrophe was 
given shape and form 
by the young studio 
engineer Conrad 
'Conny' Plank, who 
had previously worked 
with Varese and would 
later produce many 
seminal Kosmische 
bands, including Neu!, 
Kraftwerk, Ash Ra 
Tempel and Guru Guru, 
before working with 
the likes of Devo, 
Eurythmics and Ultravox 
until his death in 1987, 
aged 47. 



Brain label, shifts the field of operation from the 
bowels of the Earth into the cold, dark eternity 
of outer space. All Cluster's work has the feel of 
something alive being channelled and shaped by 
human hands rather than being created, and with 
these two albums, devoid of voice and language, 
the sense of human origins is almost entirely absent. 

This wasn't necessarily their intention, nor was 
there any plan, recalls Roedelius: "We were just 
experimenting all the time to find out in which way 
the music would develop itself. " 

Living out of a van and gigging intensely and 
extensively- including an unlikely, uncomfortable 
night at Germany's first open air rock festival, 
Fehmarn, where Jimi Hendrix gave his final 
performance -was beginning to take its toll on 
the dissonant duo, with drugs and alchohol 
becoming a regular part of their line up. 

Relief came in 1 973, when Roedelius and 
Moebius were invited to join an intentional 
community that had taken over an entire village, 
Forst, in the wooded idyll of Lower Saxony. 
Here, free from the industrial confines of the 
city, Cluster was to undergo a dramatic, entirely 
unexpected mutation and sonic hell was to 
become sonic heaven. 



Neu! album, Michael Rothertook himself and his 
instruments out to the pastoral idyll of Forst. Here 
life was as much about chopping wood as it was 
about music, and the trio discussed the potential 
of a new sound, one that would take the Cluster 
hallmarks of unearthliness and improvisation and 
meld them into, well, pop music, at least compared 
to anything heard from Cluster thus far. What 
followed are three of the most wonderful albums 
in the entire Krautrock canon. 

'Watussi', the opening number from 1 974's 
Musik Von Harmonia, with its cover depicting 
a colossal bottle of detergent (the new name 
Harmonia combined harmony and ammonia), sets 
the tone with Roedelius' relentless contra-rotating 
melodies played out against tidal guitar drones 
and Moebius' controlled detonations of electronic 
scatter, all layered over Rother's primitive, stomping 
drum machine rhythms. The album presents 
a beautiful, alien world awash with colours and 
sounds unseen and unheard on our own planet. 
Breezes blow inverse-rainbows through azure 
leaves, dark shapes glide through cyan shimmering 
waters, maddening rubber melodies flow like 
swarming caterpillars. Later, on 'Ahoi!', the track 
which would become at least one Eno album, 
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cluster, kluster & harmonia 



Harmonia go De Luxe, 1975 




* 



a delicate stillness takes hold. Recorded at Cluster's 
Forst studio and only modestly tweaked by 
Conny Pank in Colgone, Musik Von Harmonia 
remains fresh, exciting and extremely daft, with 
a strange, laidback charm that is rarely matched 
by today's clean and quantized electronicists. 

A recently uneathed live recording of Harmonia 
in 1 974 presents a more unruly, though no less 
engaging, picture of the band; Rother soloing 
his way into the stratosphere over the unending 
crunch and thud of drum machines and ever- 
spinning organ melodies. It was around this time 
that Brian Eno would seek out the band, joining 
them for sessions some time later that resulted in 
the album Harmonia 76: Tracks And Traces as well 
as Cluster & Eno, After The Heat and the track 
'By This River' on Eno's Before And After Science. 
But while the Eno and Cluster/Harmonia 
collaborations make for interesting avant-rock 
history, they sadly didn't produce any of the team's 
best work - although it's clear that each influenced 
the other, particularly when listening to Eno's later 
Seventies work. 

Within months of recording as Harmonia, 
entranced by the rhythmic and melodic vistas 
opened up to them by Rother (who gets co- 
production credit on the album), Moebius and 
Roedelius got back to work as Cluster to produce 
Zuc/cerze/f ('sugartime'). What for many is their 
masterpiece is worlds away from the darkness of 
their previous records. Retaining the glistening 
plasticity of Musik Von Harmonia, Zuckerzeit again 
reflects the duo's new country existence in an album 
rippling with beauty, with endearing, ungainly 
rhythms and occasional dissonant morasses that 
hark back to the earlier Cluster sound. 

As the name suggests, Zuckerzeit is almost all 
sweetness and light, never more so than in the fluid, 
ecstatic melodies of 'Rosa', named for the birth of 
Roedelius' first daughter. The wonky groove of 
'Caramel' could be the soundtrack to a far corner 
of Willy Wonka's chocolate factory, while 'Rote Riki' 
sounds like exercise time at a Clanger nudist colony. 
With hindsight, the seeds of many future electronic 
musics could be said to have burst from Zuckerzeit 
and Musik Von, yet between them they sound not 
just unlike any other albums produced by the team, 
but unlike any other albums ever made. 

gold sounds 

Having completed contractual duties with the 
ever-troubled Neu!, Rother returned to Forst and 
as Harmonia the team produced another miracle 



of an album, 1975's 
DeLuxe. After the DIY 
sound of Musik Von and 
Zuckerzeit, the sheer 
majesty of DeLuxe is 
astounding. If those 
albums are gingerbread 
houses, then De Luxe 
is a country manor, but 
one that is infinitely 
larger on the inside 
than it could ever be 
on the outside. The 
eponymous nine- 
minute opening track 
alone rages with 
incandescent, cosmic 




The seeds of many electronic musics 
could be said to have burst from 
Zuckerzeit and Musik Von Harmonia 



glory while still sounding like a goofily anthemic 
German drinking song. 'Walky Talky' brings Guru 
Guru's wildman drummer Mani Neumauer into 
the mix for a rolling surfboard ride through the 
ionosphere, and then they pull off seven minutes of 
absurd parallel universe stadium rock with 'Monza'. 
Three tracks later, the album touches down gently 
with the lilting, frogs'n'ivories closer 'Kekse' and 
you're left wondering why the hell it took 30 years 
forDe/_L/xetogetaCD release. 

Even within the wildly unpredictable Krautrock 
universe, and the narrow social confines of the 
music scene of the time (Roedelius went out with 
Florian Schneider from Kraftwerk's sister for a while) 
Cluster and Harmonia were just, well, different. 
Says Roedelius: "We didn't fit into the category of 
Krautrock at all, because we weren't part of it, even 
though it was said that we were. We didn't care, we 
belonged to the art scene as well as to the popular 
music scene. Cluster were always special." 

Harmonia recorded one more album, Harmonia 
76: Tracks And Traces, this time with Brian 
Eno, though Rother left halfway through the session 
and the album, more a collection of sonic sketches, 
didn't see the light of day until 1 997. Despite 
a couple of standout tracks, like the chuggingly 



intense motorik 'Vamos 
Campaneros'and 
the synth and guitar-at- 
play field recordings of 
'By The Riverside', the 
title mostly reflects the 
contents, being either a 
half-finished Harmonia 
record, or a half-finished 
Eno record -it's hard to 
tell which. 

This fertile period 
produced one more 
classic Cluster record, 
Sowiesoso (1976), 
which comes across 
as if Forst's woodland 
entities had taken over 
the studio entirely; 
devasonthedrum 
machines, lambs 
gambolling on 
synthesisers (probably 
used here for the first 
time though, when 
asked, Moebius 
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From experimental psych-rock to Canadian 
indie-electro, USelectronica, minimal German 
techno and hermetic British noise, the influence 
of these unassuming kosmische pioneers 
still bubbles - perhaps now more than ever. 

Cloudland Canyon 

Silver Tongued Sisyphus (Kranky, 2007) 
As it spins out into mantric German vocals, 
rolling drums, dawn-like synth vistas and 
tweaks of filter, not loving this record feels 
like self-denial: Kip Uhlhorn and Simon 
Wojan have constructed a perfect piece of 
mid-Seventies kosmische musik, whose only 
real fault is that it's 23 minutes long, not 60. 



In Light (Smalltown Supersound, 2007) 
San Francisco electronica artist Arp styled 
the cover of his debut after Harmonia's De 
Luxe, and with good reason: tune into the 
tremulous, dusty synth bloops on 'St Tropez', 
and zone out like it's 1 975. 



answered 'if only I knew') and fauns geting frisky 
with effects boxes. The rhythms are more subtle 
and dynamic, while the album's pacing is provided 
by water flowing over rocks and wind through 
trees. If Sowiesoso isn't as immediately captivating 
as the previous Forst recordings, it will slowly 
change your mind for you until you realise that 
it's as beautiful as a misty woodland morning 
in spring. 

Together and separately, Dieter and Hans 
Joachim's musical journeys continued through the 
Eighties, Nineties and Noughties, with Roedelius 
still producing new work at a formidable rate, but 
here, backlit by sunshine among the trees and the 
breeze, we must leave them and return, heads and 
hearts thrumming with earth and electricity, to the 
present day... 



To listen to Cluster 
and Harmonia is to 
undertake a strange 
adventure through 
times, sounds and 
spaces that can, by their 
very nature, never exist 
again. Their music often 
seems to be composed 
entirely of curious 
juxtapositions -bold 
simplicity and fiendish 
complexity, dissonance 
and harmony, elegant 
sophistication and 
pratfall foolishness - 
contrasts personified in 
Roedelius and Moebius 
themselves. Where did 
the magic come from? 
"We had to learn to 
become aware of what 
we did while doing 
it," muses Roedelius, 
" but there was always 
a special chemistry 
between Moebius and 
me from the beginning. We've been friends for 
almost 40 years now. We've been through bad 
periods of course, but our friendship has never 
broken. We just loved to do what we did, we never 
were after success." Having witnessed the horrors 
or war, the chaos of its aftermath and the rebirth of 
culture that took place in his native land, Roedelius 
is a man who has lived through the very worst 
and the very best that humanity has to offer. Now, 
performing two-hour concerts in his seventies and 
DJing at his own afterparty, it's all too easy to believe 
him when he says, "I'm just in love with life itself". 

Perhaps it's the humanity, warmth and, yes, love 
- in even their darkest hours -that makes the music 
of Roedelius, Moebius and Rother stand out. Almost 
40 years on, faced with adulatory crowds, many of 
whom weren't born when the music they adore was 



'We didn't fit into the category of 

KrautrOCk at all' - Hans-Joachim Roedelius 



Astral Social Club 

Neon Pibroch (Important, 2007). 
The shudders of noise are underpinned 
by the same melodic sensibility that made 
Cluster the unsung heroes of Krautrock: 
at the heart of their work, and Neil 
Campbell's, lies the glowing seed of a pop 
song, nurtured with loving interference into 
impossible growths, shapes and colours. 

Holy Fuck 

/.P (Young Turks, 2007) 
These Toronto-based youngsters scribble all 
over the kosmische template with felt-tip 
pens, but the result is frequently euphoric: 
a pumped-up, partying take on Harmonia's 
simple melodies and frisky rhythms. 

The Field 

From Here We Go Sublime (Kompakt, 2007) 
Axel Wilner's dreamy techno has been 
described as "In between the living room 
and the dancef loor", with its off-kilter, 
shuffly pulse aligned to wistful synthscapes 
that would do Roedelius proud. 
Frances Morgan 
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future days 

If a band could feed off its namechecks and tributes, 

then Moebius, Roedelius and Rother would sport 

bellywheels by now, but commercial success 

was never on the cards for such timeless music. 

Roedelius admits that without his wife's income as 

a teacher, he would not have been able to support 

himself while, when not making music, Moebius 

worked on film and TV 

props. Moebius is 

honest about seeing 

contemporaries like 

Kraftwerk and 

Tangerine Dream hitting 

the international 

bigtime— "I was quite 

jealous!" Roedelius 

remains circumspect: 

"There's not much 

I have to say about it, 

after all that I had to 

go through myself. 

Each of us has his own 

personal domain in 

life, his obligations 

and his limits." 



made, some of that love is paying off. "It really is 
very astonishing to me," says Moebius. "It makes 
me happy in a way, but also a little proud." 

Harmonia play the Ether festival at London 's 
South Bank Centre in April. Painting with Sound, 
a biography of Roedelius by Stephen II iff e, is 
available from Meridan Music Guides 
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JONNY GREENWOOD 




The BAFTA- nominated soundtrack album to Paul 

Thomas Anderson's latest film, with original music 

by Jonny Greenwood. 

'Acute and reassuringly dignified, Greenwood's 
eloquence as a composer clear as day.'Mo/o **** 

Jonny Greenwood - Best Composer 
2008 Critics' Choice Awards 



www.nonesuch-uk.com 
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Bob Mould District Line 
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The new album available 11th February 



www.bobmould.com 
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As they gear up for debut album Antidotes to go viral, 
2008's bright young math-pop f rontrunners Foals 
advise caution, and tension 



Words: Lauren Strain 

Photography: Dave Ma 



Out in the street they're banging on the windows 
to get in. Kids are mashed against the walls. . . Down 
in the cellar for the first song, we watch the ceiling 
begin to move up, down, then back again; an inch 
each way. Uh. Oh. -a living room, Manchester, 
March 2007 

There's a story behind this. 

For many, it's one where the onset of a New Year 
is heralded months in advance by more countdowns 
than anyone ever thought necessary; where Foals - 
frontman Yannis Philippakis, Korg-kid Edwin 
Congreave, guitarist Jimmy Smith, bassist Walter 
Gervers and drummer Jack Bevan - are passed 
around, parcel-like, from major-circulation popular 
tabloid to broadsheet columnist to niche-market 
art rag to BBC2, seemingly transcending all reader/ 
listenership 'divides' and nestling beneath every 
Top Tip headline. And whoever's left clutching 
the package when the clock stops has lost the 
race, 'cause they weren't the first to spot the buzz, 
to initiate the hype, to put them at Number One 
beneath a heading marked '2008'. 

There's a different history, though; one where 
five Oxford friends built firm foundations upon 
hard tours and houseparties long before the 
annual predictions were made; one that certainly 
wasn't granted its only strength thanks to, say, 
an appearance on Channel Four's toughie teen 
soap, Skins. 'Cause this is all just marginalia, 
scribblings in the sidebars of something bigger, 
something that was already under development, 
and something that's yet to be heard properly 
in the form of debut album Antidotes; their 
long-awaited opportunity to reckon with the 
patchworked Polaroids of the story so far. 

" I've got no perspective on it, but I feel like we 
made the record that we wanted to make, rather 
than the record everyone else thought it might 
be more 'prudent' to make," establishes Yannis. 
" People who are pissed off that 'Mathletics' isn't 
on there, orthe5/://is-oriented people... what 
they don't realise is that there were a number of 
progressions to getting to that stage in the first 
place. Someone will get to know us on a certain 
single and they'll think that's it, whereas they don't 
see the massive evolutionary process from the start. 
We work along those evolutionary lines, but always 
come back to what we've always been . 

" I dunno, maybe that means we're getting 
stupider-like retarded evolution," he laughs. "But 
for a little while it felt like there were these forces 
external to our band making it go this other way, 



y'know? That were causing us to be perceived very 
differently from how we see ourselves. Recording in 
New York with [Dave] Sitek [TV On The Radio] was 
fucking sweet, and the stuff with Kieran Hebden - 
those two things propelled us back to where we felt 
like we'd distanced ourselves from. Y'know all these 
2008 'lists' type things that are coming out? It's like 
all these industry insiders are betting on horses that 
haven't even been born yet, or dogs that haven't 
got on the track - it's so far removed from what we 
do. It's funny they've backed us on the assumption 
of some sound, and it's not even gonna be that kind 
of record." 

So, what kind of record is it? Well, it's a circle. 
A chorus of horns book-ends the whole thing; 
while they accelerate into 'The French Open' with 
anticipation, their final incarnation is a dissonant 



Foals have been heavily publicised as something 
they're not, really: that is, lumped in with the last 
couple of years' worth of what's anaemically passed 
for fulfilling dance highs- but the whole nu-rave 
yadda-yadda is too pocked with hollow eye sockets, 
too empty-bellied for this band. Listen to Philippakis 
scream "WASTE IS A WASTE IS A WASTE" at the 
end of 'Tron' and feel the entire machine about to 
implode beneath its own frustration. Antidotes is a 
record that instructs you to do nothing in particular 
other than, well, do. 

"I'd prefer the lyrics to be like, you'd give them 
to a thousand people and there'd be a thousand 
separate interpretations," Yannis imagines. "Like 
a chain reaction, where the lyrics are images, and 
then you do whatever with them. It's a treasure 
hunt; the prize is the meaning. 'Balloons', for 



'It's like all these industry insiders are 
betting on horses that haven't even 
been born yet' 



fade-out of dissatisfaction. Throughout, there's 
the claustrophobia of jammed journeys, of stuck 
remotes, of equal-and-opposite reactions; it's 
beautiful in places, then out-and-out fucking primal 
in others (but never without a tiny portion of each 
in each). As the paranoid bass of 'Heavy Water' 
dematerialises into pewter threads, the embossed 
metallics of 'Tron' will rev into a furious shriek - 
a balance of extremes, with emotion at both ends. 

"We wanted to make a soul record - not a Soul 
record," Yannis emphasises, "but I understand that 
some people will prefer the sound of something 
like [debut single] 'Hummer'. There's a level to that, 
though, which is very much one-dimensional; it's 
kind of just ear candy. Which is cool, but it's like the 
difference between a music video and an arthouse 
film or something. There are things that are really 
massively packaged and poppily produced, but do 
they really have any sort of gravity to them, y'know? 
Hopefully the album has something of that depth. " 

And depth is key. Scribble along to your first 
listen, see what thoughts it turns up: Discontent. 
Anger. Love for a few things, potential love for a lot 
of things. A refusal to accept anything as thwarted 
or off-limits, but a recognition that some things are 
presented to us like this. Colour. Impatience. 



example, is just made up of little slogans that try 
and lead you towards something hidden. Some are 
so fragmented that they could be anything. If you 
just wanna listen to 'Balloons' as some thing about 
'fuel' and 'love' or whatever, then you can - but if 
someone wants to analyse the words, to tie them in 
with the title and the artwork, then they can, and if 
they do that they will be rewarded." 

We tumble across chunks of field to blink at 
coloured squares in the Trailer Park marquee. I can't 
see a thing, just infrequent silhouettes of crowns 
of heads. But there's something happening, in 
stomachs and guts; some connection or other. It's 
in the way Walter's bass continues to chug, cut 
and furrow; it's in the way the others surround 
it with intricate, pencil-point guitars - twitching, 
anatomical, human. - a field, Truck Festival, 
July 2006 

It's difficult to describe Foals without falling into 
the jaws of cliche - yeah, they've got that whole 
spiky thing going on, except that it's advanced to 
the power of 1 3; yeah, the lyrics are obtuse and 
irrational, but somehow still bloated with feeling; 
yeah, you can dance to them (like a fitting headcase, 
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'I like the idea of a band being something you 
can lose yourself in, in totality' 



mainly) - but there's something somehow more 
cathartic and more vital and more actually 
dangerously, urn, quite erotic in the result that's 
beyond the sum of its parts. 

They fasten into your flesh with Piranha-fish 
precision; from 'Cassius', with Jack's obsessive- 
compulsive drums like twine, to the snagged lyrics 
of The Race For Radio Supremacy' which view the 
world in photo-negative, denoting a fear of stasis, 
a hatred of inertia. I mean, it's good when a band 
mean something to you; when your lungs tighten 
remembering what it's like to believe you're involved 
in something that's bigger than just some gig or 
some button marked 'play'. It's even better when 
it's mutual; when that band want to create 
something bigger, too. 

"'Cause we drink too much coffee we're like, 
'What else can we do for this project?' all the time, " 
Yannis agrees. "I like the idea of a band being 
something you can lose yourself in, in totality. I had 
this Skinny Puppy phase where I wanted to know 
everything there was to know about them; read 
all their interviews and get all their artwork. I like 
that all-consuming thing you can do with a band 
where you have this massive tapestry surrounding 
the music and people can get lost in a total kind of 



world. I don't know if we come across like that- 
it's not really important- but it just makes me feel 
more satisfied." 

That unity, that togetherness, is the point. From 
the sharp etchings of their ex-dustbinman artist 
friend, Tinhead, which scratch snatched dreams 
across the record sleeves, to the hinged, articulated 
jerks with which they move onstage - like magnets 
or kaleidoscopes -this overall vision has been in 
place from the start. So many bands of their age 
bound into the public eye half-formed, ripe for 
remodelling; but with Foals, everything already fits. 

"There are two things: we wanted to keep this 
family, this gang, who understand the band from 
before. And then there's the holistic thing about 
it not being just musical - it's all about the visual 
aspect, too. It's very important. With this album, 
Dave Ma will do the four videos. They will all have 
visual tropes that repeat; then the next will have 
a totally distinctive setting. It's not like trying to 
turn everything into this concept record, but it's 
this obsessive thing again -y'know all the stuff 
on Young Gods records, or Swans? 

"If you buy that stuff and put it in your CD rack, 
it all looks the same, it all feels unified. I'm interested 
in making each song its own kind of entity, and in 



the idea that if you wanted to be interested in just 
one aspect of a band and make that all-absorptive 
- Wke just the band's artwork or just one song - then 
you could use that one song as like a whole album 
for you. Then the album would be something even 
bigger. I'm confusing myself talking about it, but 
I think we're on the same ledge." 

Of course, you can never define exactly what it 
is about something that hooks you; if you could, it 
wouldn't have done that to you in the first place. Try 
to experience yourself experiencing something, and 
you lose the whole nature of that experience. Try to 
create a particular sound, and you won't ever quite 
achieve it. 

So. Did Foals ever feel like they'd hit on something 
they'd been looking for; on this magical balance of 
abstraction and accessibility their music has been 
championed as? 

"That moment never happened, and it never 
will," Yannis insists. "I don't think that ever happens 
to people. We're so ill at ease. We thought all 
those songs we wrote that time ago were just. . . 
ugh. There are these cycles of neurosis. I'm not 
complaining about it, that's just the way we work. 
I don't think we've ever been comfortable. It's good 
to worry," he smiles. "It's really fulfilling." 
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dan sartain 



So I'm getting stoned with Dan Sartain before 
midday, doing bong hits in a dark room wallpapered 
with Gl Joe comics and slung all over with cola cans 
and overflowing ashtrays. This room shows up all 
over the place in Dan's photos and videos (check 
outMySpace). Call it an external expression of the 
dude's psyche; having spent 24 hours with the man, 
I'd believe it. There's a shrine to the Transformers 
along one wall and a bunch of busted-up Star Wars 
battleships; some gore movies, some trodden-on 
record sleeves, hella dust and grime, a dirty plate. 
You know what a punk house looks like. Parrot 
prints on the bamboo blind, posters on the wall. 
We've been in Birmingham, Alabama long enough 
for a spin around the old town in the Oldsmobile 
and to grab a bite of barbecue out of the back of 
a parking lot, and now we're to accompany our 
most gracious of hosts in his habits, as behoves 
a good guest. Bong hits ain't my preferred toke, 
but fuck it; when in Rome, you know. 

Dan Sartain is a self-made myth who has grown 
- all bones and angles and pissed-off blue-collar 
blues - into the real thing. He was born right here 
in Birmingham, in a purple house that used to be 
green. This big kid called Tank used to fill half a 
refrigerator with Transformers and drag 'em up the 
road to Dan's place. "As a kid, it was always dress- 
up time. Michael Knight, you know, from Knight 
Rider? OrGI Joe. I was always a different character," 
says Sartain, a slight, bright, tweaky, 26-year-old 
with crazy brown eyes and cheekbones from Satan, 
" but I was never myself. " 

thinkin' it over 

The true self of Dan Sartain is an evasive beast. He's 



garage with double the rage, but eloquent with it. 
There's something of Scott Walker in the vocals, 
something of the chanteur. You dig Walker? I ask 
Dan. "Yeah," he says, "but he was pretty corny 
sometimes, doin' all those Jacques Brel songs. Kind 
of like Pat Boone doing Little Richard, you know? 
And Jacques Brel was better, man." 

Dan Sartain has been recording and producing 
his own records since 2001 , when he put out 
Crimson Guard, followed in 2002 by Romance In 
Stereo, both independently released. In 2005, Dan 
Sartain, then "just a groupie, man", hustled up to 
a Hot Snakes (one of the many bands led by Swami 
svengali and former Crypt frontman John Reis) 
concert, "Showed up real early and gave a record to 
the guitar-player. And they liked it. It's the only demo 
I ever gave to any record label. The only one ever. " 

Dan Sartain Vs The Serpientes followed, with 
guest spots from some of the Swami family (Rocket 
From The Crypt, Hot Snakes, Sultans, Beehive And 
The Barracudas) and a bunch of tracks from the 
previous two albums. It took off better than anyone 
expected, and was closely followed by the studio 
album Join Dan Sartain (2006), which was a huge 
affair complete with Mariachi band and echo 
chamber. " I got to do a lot of stuff I've wanted to 
do for a long time. Like I got to work with an echo 
chamber and with horns and stuff like that. But 
I got slammed for it. People were saying it was kinda 
overproduced. And part of me agrees. I wanted to 
take that opportunity I had, but, you know, I am, 
and I think a lot of the record-buyin' public are, sick 
of the way records are bein' produced these days. 
They sound weird. Idon'tthinkthey'vegotbetterat 
recording rock music since about 1 959, man. Just 



'I'd rather pulverise you, this time, 
than have to win your votes by 
sympathy' 



a man of plural contradictions; he's into the Wu- 
Tang and the Voidoids, wears a pencil moustache, 
slicks back his hair - "A white pretty boy, you know, 
but better. Like they take all these faggy pictures of 
me" - but he was Gl Joe again for the Thought It 
Over' video, and when Plan B photographer Owen 
Richards is shooting his picture he goes from ice- 
cold cute to mental-metal-Satan-salute in seconds 
flat. Ain't no flies on Dan Sartain, man: "I'd pull an 
ass-whippin' on somebody if I had to, goddammit." 
But he thinks guns should be outlawed and - 
contrary to popular belief - he doesn't own a knife. 
" I don't go seekin' it out, and I feel bad when I do 
it. " He broke a guy's nose not so long ago, but then 
it was Dan, and not the guy, who started crying. 

His lyrics are full of contradictions too, veering 
between don't-fuck-with-me and leave-me-the- 
fuck-alone. "Sometimes I like to get out there: bein 
the lights, see people, make friends, rub shoulders. 
But I'm kind of a recluse, man. I just sit in the house 
all the time and don't see anybody. This is the first 
time I've been out for months and months." He likes 
the recognition he gets when he goes out, but he's 
rarely to be seen in public except at Birmingham's 
one hipster coffee shop, and that's only because his 
girl works next door. "And then I go back to the 
house, and I talk to my drug dealer, and that's it. " 

The Sartain sound is instantly recognisable and 
authentically grizzled: you can hear the influences 
(Tacoma-style garage rock, Iggy, Jonathan Richman 
and, most notably, Rocket From The Crypt), but these 
tunes ride in on their own wild pony and toss you 
around before you can say whether it sounds like 
this band or that guy. It's soulbilly rock'n'rollickin', 
kicks like a mule, big licks and no tricks, no shit. It's 



look at those Buddy Holly records, you know?" 

But dude, I'm going. There's totally something 
of the Buddy Holly records about Join. ... On some 
tracks more than others, OK. It's a big record, I say. 
But I liked 'that about it. It was a chunk of great big 
juicy powerbilly marimba-lovin' madness. 

"Yeah. Like I say, I had the opportunity and I took 
it, but I feel like we spenttoo much money, hopin' 
to get a hit, and that kinda goes against the grain 
of it. I feel like I'm at my best at four in the morning, 
fucked up, doing the track for the 50th time before 
nailin' it, and the next album's all gonna be recorded 
at home. There's not gonna be any strings or any 
horns, no pianos; just guitars and drums, bass, 
vocals. When I talked to some of the producers I'd 
been working with, I think they felt kinda snubbed, 
like they were losing their job. But I look at it as me 
getting my old job back. Like I'm playing a lot of 
the drums on this record, and it isn't as though I 
didn't have my choice of drummers either. I'mgoin' 
for the soul, man. I'm striving to be imperfect." 

The new songs are rawer, more stompin'. The 
lyrics are noticeably simpler. It sounds like Dan going 
back to his roots: unreconstructed garage rock. But 
there ain't nothing wrong with that. 

"That's what I'm goin' for. Dumb rock. I wanna 
dumb down, man. When I was thinkin' up all those 
other lyrics it was because I was torturing myself in 
my own mind. I'm a little bit happier nowand I'd 
rather just be dumb and huff glue, like the Ramones 
or something." 

"You huff much glue, man?" I ask Dan Sartain, 
taking a pull on the pipe. 

"Not in a while, man. You know how you can 
watch a ceiling fan and it doesn't move but the 



blades are still moving? I used to huff aerosols and 
listen to Sonic Youth and I'd put a sticker on the fan 
and watch the sticker move and the fan stay still. " 

I pass the bong back. I'm thinking we could 
use a fan in here, right now. And when in Rome, 
you know. Whatever. 

robot wars 

Dan Sartain's still an angry young man, dumbed 
down or not. He's worked hard and he wants 
whatever's his already, but he's the kind of guy who 
wants it all -or nothing. He's been on multi-million 
dollartours, but now he's broke and thinking about 
going to work at Toys 'R Us, or jacking the whole 
thing in. "I probably sound like a baby and I'm too 
old to be talkin' like this, but I feel that other people 
have it easier, you know? And I'm pissed off at that. 
I'm pissed off that I don't have enough money to 
throw my weight around in the world. I don't see 
myself performing and doing this shit forever. 
Nobody gets to do it forever. " 

Aw, Dan, I say, c'mon. What about Tom Waits? 
Never had a Top 1 hit, but he's still going strong. 
Still making music, still touring, still selling out venues. 

"Yeah, that'd be nice. But it seems like most guys 
like me have about a 1 0-year run and then retire into 
either the business side of it, or the production side. 
And I see myself bein' in the latter rather than the 
former. I've been touring since '03, man. You figure 
1 years? I've seen the best of it. " 

I'm not so sure. There's more to Dan Sartain. 
He seems like the kind of fella who'll always find 
something to be mad at, and that's just the way it 
should be, for an American punk who talks tough 
and writes sweet, sad, badass songs. The rage is 
part of the whole phenomenon; we talked about 
The Marshall Mathers LP, where Eminem's been 
photographed in his blue-collar grill-chef whites, 
two groaning garbage bags in hand: a call to 
arms for the kids, the soda jerkers and the service 
schmucks, the pissed-off blue-collar everyman. 

"You hear about that guy who shot up the 
shopping mall? Guy came in, height of Christmas 
season, took out eight people or something, then 
killed himself. They said in the news he'd lost his job 
at McDonald's and that his girlfriend broke up with 
him. And I'm like, I hate to say it, man, but that'll 
do it. See that was Eminem too, but he rapped. Like 
I just put it in a song or something." 

Join Dan Sartain was a pretty violent record, 
lyrically. Angry, you know. Fucked-up angry. What's 
the new one, Arise Dan Sartain, Arise!!! like? 

" It's less of the victim, more of the aggressor. 
Alice Cooper, when he started out, was always 
the victim: the child in the scenario with the broken 
home sent to a mental institution. But then he got 
older and became Bad Alice, you know, all leather 
and snakes? He became the imposer, the aggressor. 
I wanna do that. I'd rather pulverise you, this time, 
than have to win your votes by sympathy. " 

Like Optimus Prime, I say. I don't know shit about 
Transformers. Dan gets animated. 

"No! Not like Optimus Prime! Because Optimus 
Prime is Christ-like. He's got the matrix of leadership, 
which is the only thing that can counteract Unicron, 
who is basically Satan. And Prime is like the chosen 
one, he's the good guy in the whole Transformers 
universe. I'm more like Megatron: I'd steal the 
matrix and use it for my own ill-will." 

Dan Sartain ain't done yet, not while there's 
a point to prove, dues to get, shit to pulverise, and 
a matrix to steal. And musically, he's only getting 
better: he can't sing like he used to because of all 
the touring and smoking, but that's cool because 
now, "It's more like a man's voice nowand not so 
much like a faggy boy's voice." And he can, "play 
the fuck out of a guitar. " And if he doesn't give it 
all up to go work at Toys 'R Us, then someday he'll 
make a huge, perfectionist, uber-produced record 
like Scott Walker. But who knows? sa 
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Dylan Carlson's Earth were the early Nineties Seattle legends whose bludgeoning DIY avant-metal 

defined a whole sub-genre of extreme guitar music. Plan B pores over an epic American tale of 

wilderness years, triumphant re-emergence # supernatural histories and biblical fervour, 

soundtracked by gospel-tinged new album, 
The Bees Made Honey In The Lion's Skull 






Words: Frances Morgan 

Photography: Cat Stevens 
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From the pavement outside the Kentish Town 
Forum I can hearthe lope and thrum, dip and 
tremor of Earth. They're playing early in the 
evening in support of labelmates Sunn O))) 
and Boris, I've missed three-quarters of their 
set already. Through two sets of doors it's 
undoubtedly Earth: no one else plays like 
that, falls onto a riff or beat quite like that, 
rises up again quite like that, the aural illusion 
of descent while staying buoyant. 'Lope' is the 
word I keep coming back to. It's partly because 
Judee Sill's 1971 spaced-out Western-theme 
gospel ballad 'Lopin' Along Thru The Cosmos' 
has been on my mind of late, in particular her 
use of that loose-limbed word to describe 
a psychedelic flight through the firmament. 
It's at once totally the wrong word yet utterly 
the only way to navigate certain situations: 
slow big strides, with a flutter of vertigo. 

From the street you can't hear the 
brightness that now overlays the drone and 
rumble at the heart of guitarist Dylan Carlson's 
band, the glimmer of steel strings and wheeze 
of Hammond organ. From here, it's all about 
that roll and fall, a rhythm you'll mirror with 
a slow inclination of the head, the gradual 
curl of the neck into willing submission. 

That downward pull has always been 
there, from Earth's bludgeoning beginnings 
in Olympia and Seattle in the early Nineties- 
a DIY avant-metal band touched as much 
by hardcore, classical minimalism and 
transcendental drone as by the proto-doom 
of Black Sabbath -to tonight's rolling country- 
soul cadences. Sometimes it's engulfing and 
obliterating (Earth 2, the iconic '93 a I bum that 
still givesthe impression of a world splitting 
apart from the inside, very slowly, via rogue 
electrical currents and loosened strings); 
sometimes savagely abject (its predecessor, 
Extra-Capsular Extraction, with the grinding, 
surly riff and sing-song vocal threat of 'A 
Bureaucratic Desire For Revenge Part 2'); 
sometimes grave and austere (2005's Hex: Or 
Printing In The Infernal Method and its occult 
desert hymns; Neil Young's Dead Man 
soundtrack through an obsidian mirror); 
sometimes blissful (Hibernaculum, 2007, which 
revisited Earth's back catalogue and opened 
it up into warm, grave songcraft). 

Sometimes it feels compulsive, other times 
natural - always as if it has come at a cost, yet 
necessary for the soaring musical highs now 
achieved by the five-piece band (consisting 
of Carlson, drummer Adrienne Davies, Don 
McGreevy (bass), Steve Moore (keys) and slide 
guitarist Milky) on stage tonight. 

Earth's set will have been much of the 
audience's first exposure to material from 
new album, The Bees Made Honey In The Lion's 
Skull. The third album since the band, from that 
point on built around the partnership of Dylan 
Carlson and Adrienne Davies, returned from 
an almost decade-long recording hiatus with 
Hex: Or Printing In The Infernal Method, it's 
been interesting playing itto people. Some 
seem to approach Bees with a trepidation 
based -probably -on just how pretty, how 
heartfelt \ta\\ sounds, and how much further 
along the paths of melody and harmony the 
band have come since the skeletal, stern Hex. 
Others, especially those unaware of Earth's 
uncompromising beginnings, just hear blues- 
tinged, steel-stringed, unearthly beauty. 

I'm tending towards the latter group. 
Over the years, Carlson's vision for his band 
has broadened like a slowly dawning horizon, 
with added instrumentation allowing for 
both new sounds and textures and greater 
harmonic possibilities. His cherished drone 



is present, underlying, but no longer the 
monolith it was. The album's opener is an 
echo of many previous Carlson riffs, with that 
minor third full of intent and foreboding, but 
what really dazzles on Bees is the major-key 
brightness of some of the songs, via the gospel 
fervour and suggestive chords of Steve Moore's 
piano and organ; and the stripe of light added 
by Bill Frisell's guest guitar. 

On the title track, the keys fan out and 
intertwine with the lead guitar into the kind 
of unashamed worshipfulness of Popol Vuh 
at their most devotional, or, indeed, Judee Sill's 
sacred/sexual gospel-psych piano: the almost 
embarrassing ecstasy of both those artists. 
The downward pull is still there; that illusion 
of suspension between falling and rising is in 
each solemn riff and in Davies' supple drums. 
Now, though, it's blurred at the edges, frayed 
into new patterns, drawn outward toward 
dawn. But those chasing darkness should 
perhaps think again before looking elsewhere; 
realise that sometimes it's accepting the light 
that really tests your strength . 

gravity's angels 

A few days after Earth's Forum show, I meet 
Dylan Carlson and Adrienne Davies among the 
music shops of Denmark Street. They have the 
slightly private, coded air of a couple who live, 
work, create, tour and have been through shit 
together, combative and protective. Our 
interview takes place in a buzzy, bright office 
in which I imagine the three of us look similarly 
uncomfortable and weathered, and I ask first 



back to the light, or the church, or whatever 
metaphor you want to use for that. " 

Is that a metaphor you feel comfortable 
with? It's quite a traditional one. 

"Yeah, I mean, I think my life has followed 
a sort of-" 

"Kind of Lazarus rising from the dead..." 
says Adrienne. 

" Decay, redemption..." 

"Weird biblical allegories..." 

"Not in an 'I find God' way- not a 
specifically religious way," Carlson clarifies. 
"I'm not trying to convert anyone or anything. 
I definitely feel like I've been given a second 
chance, you know. I did Earth and then there 
were personal problems and legal problems 
and then I went away for a while. I was 
fortunate when I got back that anyone cared. 
A lot of people don't get a second chance 
in music to come back and do it again. So 
yeah, I think that this record specifically follows 
that, in away." 

tethered to the polestar 

I asked Dylan Carlson if he was comfortable 
with the Lazarus metaphor because it is one 
that's so readily used when discussing the 
guitarist's life and work. Often, Earth's music is 
described alongside, almost as if it's analogous 
to, Carlson's chaotic early personal life, its 
escapist darkness mirrored in tales of erratic 
behaviour, violence, immersion in drugs, his 
friendship with Kurt Cobain that darkened as 
the latter spiralled into addiction and suicide. 
An interview from Nick Broomfield's notorious 



cut off from each other, but cut off 

from the divine' - Dylan Carlson 



about the atmosphere in which The Bees Made 
Honey In The Lion's Skull was created. 

"A lot of the earlier Earth stuff, especially 
Hex, started with a concept and the music 
flowed out of that," says Carlson. "This 
one, the music came first. It was much more 
collaborative. Hex we sort of constructed in the 
studio, whereas this one was done when we 
got to the -well, it was done in away, but then 
of course we improvised a lotoftheoverdubs. 
These songs were written with large places 
for improvising and then live, we've been 
expanding them. With Hex it was very dark and 
oppositional to what I had done before. It was 
a lot of 'I'm not gonna do stuff, like 'I'm not 
gonna use distortion'. ..This one was more..." 

"It was like a creative process built around 
the negative," Adrienne states. 

"This one was built around the positive," 
Dylan concurs. "With this album it moves from 
darkness to light, there's a redemptive cycle 
to it, which happens a lot in Earth: there's this 
movement from darkness to light, negative to 
positive, desolation to redemption. Even in the 
title, The Bee Made Honey in the Lion's Skull, 
it's like this decaying corpse and this new life, 
this sweet substance coming out of death, hate 
and destruction. You could look at the corpse 
of a lion and it's like rock'n'roll, and we are 
the bees creating something new out of it. 
Not that I think rock is dead, and I don't think 
we're post-rock or whatever..." he laughs. 

So do you mean more in a personal way? 

"Yeah, a personal level. And then sort of like 
rock is the devil's music and we're bringing it 



1998 Kurt And Courtney documentary is 
for many the abiding image of Carlson at this 
point: countering the filmmaker's leading 
questions with strung-out illogic and the kind 
of disdain borne of despair. 

The period between the weird, hallucinatory 
rock'n'roll of Pentastar: In The Style Of 
Demons, Earth's last album for Sub Pop in 1 996, 
and Carlson's reappearance with live album 
Living In The Gleam Of An Unsheathed Sword 
and then Hex almost 1 years later is viewed 
in similar terms, those years' silence seen as 
further evidence of personal, as well as musical, 
meltdown. Hex fits well into the narrative of 
eventual rehabilitation and resurrection, right 
down to its sparse, hymnal melodies and the 
frontier church on the sleeve - not to mention 
the band's joining forces with Southern Lord, 
a label started by Greg Anderson and Stephen 
O'Malley's Sunn O))), a band who readily admit 
their primary inspiration was Earth 2. 

It's a redemptive cycle for sure, but it 
wouldn't matter a damn if Hex hadn't sounded 
the way it did. Hex is many things. It's a country 
metal album, or, it's a distillation of the Earth 
sound into cleaner, more songwriterly lines. Or 
it's a new tangent of Carlson's preoccupation 
with the drone, the basis of so much 
transformative or transcendent music, looking 
away from its associations with Eastern music 
or the Western avant-garde and focussing 
on its role within American popular music, 
tying it in with the frontier myths of country 
and western and early rock'n'roll, exploring 
a physical and outdoor rather than inner space. 
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Bikini Kill's Tobi Vail 
remembers the Olympian 
roots of Earth 



When did you first hear Earth? 

" I used to go to their practices when 
they first started. I guess I heard of them 
before I heard them, in a sense, since 
I used to hang out with Dylan all the time 
when he was coming up with his band 
concept. Dylan was a part of a small group 
of people I hung out with as a teenager 
in the mid to late Eighties. He was best 
friends with Slim Moon - they were in 
a band called Eights And Aces. Slim did 
his spoken word thing and dressed like 
a cowboy. Dylan did his guitar thing 
and had long hair. They played hardcore 
shows, but weren't hardcore. I remember 
seeing them at 7 Seconds shows, SNFU, 
TSOL, stuff like that up in Seattle, but they 



wouldn't go in. They'd make a point of 
saying they were gonna go to something 
else, like go listen to their Cream box set 
or whatever. They were both misanthropic 
and genuinely non-conformist. We 
became friends and they eventually 
moved to Olympia and started a band 
called Nisqually Delta Po Dunk Nightmare. 
They were into The Grateful Dead. Then 
Dylan started getting into speed metal, 
prog and avant-garde music. 

" He and I would talk about 
physics, music theory and philosophy: 
Schopenhauer, Wagner, Nietzsche. . .Then 
he got into PsychicTV. Slim and Dylan 
were really very supportive of my early 
bands, Go Team [Tobi's band with Calvin 
Johnson] and Doris, in a way most of our 
friends weren't. They took it seriously. If 
I remember correctly, Slim was in the first 
incarnation of Earth but Dylan decided 
he wanted to make instrumental music 
because he wanted a more pure sound. 
I also remember I was supposed to be in 
that band, as a guitar-player, as they both 



thought my guitar playing in GoTeam was 
I ike The Grateful Dead, ha ha ha! 

"Dylan was trying to figure out how 
to improvise and theorise about music in 
a way he thought I understood intuitively 
on some level. Instead of just playing the 
notes in a pattern that sounded good, he 
wanted to understand the theory behind 
why they sounded good, but he also 
wanted to be able to do that and not 
think about it. This was 20 years ago when 
both of us were just starting to play music 
seriously. When I heard the more recent 
Earth records I instantly recognised that 
the new sound was a recent incarnation 
of his old vision, the one he started out 
with. The melodic structure, the purity 
of tone, the improvisational/emotional 
quality of each piece..." 

How did Earth fit - or not fit - 
into the local scene at the time? 

"They were friends with everyone, 
and Melvins were the biggest band here 
at the time, so it wasn't like they were 
really that different. I think that some 



people thought of them as a Melvins 
rip-off because there weren't too many 
people playing this heavy drone stuff. 
I guess it was similar to Swans, or even 
Killdozer or Big Black, in the sense that 
it was dark and heavy but connected to 
punk and coexisting with hardcore. . .but 
obviously Earth was its own thing. 

" I mean, Dylan always had a very 
pure vision and he's stayed true to 
thatandputalotofwork into realising 
his art. He was always really hard on 
himself and strict in his thinking. There's 
a discipline to what he does. I think his 
work has a rare aesthetic integrity that's 
missing in most modern music. It exists 
for the sake of sound, but there are 
ideas there too, and yet it somehow 
transcends language. It's minimal 
but really complete." 

What was it like to see Earth 
play live? 

" I would close my eyes. It was 
too loud to listen to - it was a visceral 
sound experience." 
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This association is made very literally from 
the album's first sound, which is (or sounds 
like) a whistling desert wind -as Carlson is 
fond of explaining, minimalist composer La 
Monte Young, one of his heroes, "Grew up in 
rural Idaho and his first encounters with drones 
was the wind in the cabin he was raised in 
blowing through the cracks and the walls". But 
the ambient extracts are almost unnecessary 
against the guitar itself, which strides and - 
yeah - lopes between dark and light, as if 
under vast skies, as 'Lens Of Unrectif ied Light' 
morphs from angular metal intervals into 
a fulsome, reverbed refrain closer to Neil 
Young than anything in the doom annals. 
It is beautiful like bones are beautiful, smooth 
and cool, but fearful like them too: in Hex's 
hanging notes you feel the shiver of a possibly 
unwanted discovery. 

This isn't just interpretative hyperbole. 
As Carlson has explained before, often with 
reference to Cormac McCarthy's controversial 
novel of the American West, Blood Meridian, 
"Hex was about the landscape of the American 
continent and the historical processes that 
occurred there. The historical atrocities... 
The sort of supernatural history of the 
American continent." 

" We were hung up on the idea that what 
if it's not so much the people in America that 
were evil, but the continent itself that had this 
charge: this evil that when people came to it, 
it brought it out of them," Davies continues. 
"The idea of an essence itself, not an entity, 
but the very essence being that of darkness and 



producing musicthat, especially live, can 
convince utterly that there's something out 
there to be tapped into. While this might be 
stating the obvious with regard to the label's 
black metal roster, through all Southern Lord's 
releases one senses a need for a glimpse of the 
unknown, or of an imagined past. It might be 
clothed in stylised, hyper-aware trappings, but 
the sound at its core can feel inexorable. 

So, that night at the Forum, Sunn 0)))'s 
knowing conceptualism is matched by the 
almost annihilatory agony/ecstasy of their 
music. At their best, their low-end epics shatter 
identities. Boris' seeming belief in rockperse 
is taken to ritualistic extremes that are almost 
holy-foolish: their set ends with epic gong- 
banging, crowd-surfing euphoria. Where 
do Earth fit in? Possibly the enthusiasm with 
which their post-Hex, Southern Lord-released 
material has been embraced has something 
to do with its conceptual firmness and its clear 
sense of the fictional, spiritual and - most of all 
-historical. It seems in part to be Earth's strong 
connections to a past that captures listeners' 
imaginations. Is history importantto Earth? 

"Definitely," Carslon nods. "I mean, I come 
from a family of history makers, and..." 

History makers...? 

"No, I said majors. History majors; studying 
history. No, not many history makers! But 
I thinkthey're [the listeners] moving against 
a lot of the trends of what's going on culturally 
now, where there's this emphasis on 
instantaneousness and speed and stuff that's 
chopped up, and digital and commodified." 



Is making music a way into that? 

"There's definitely an energy when you get 
that many people in a room and when people 
let down their guard for just one moment in 
time," she replies. "When you're onstage 
you're pretty exposed: whatever guile or 
whatever things you put up to block you from 
other people, they get stripped down. I'm not 
a super-religious person, but it's probably one 
of the closest things I've felt to oneness with 
other people - especially because I'm terrified 
of crowds, but for some reason when I'm in 
there [onstage] I don't feel that nervousness." 

some other order 

Hex was the first album to feature Adrienne 
Davies' drumming, and I'd argue that her 
presence, as much as her iconic guitar partner's, 
is key to Earth's current wide-open sound. 
It would have been easy to match the heaviness 
of Carlson's compositions with weighty metal 
percussion, tying Earth's music down to a kind 
of straightforward - and very male - stoner/ 
doom orthodoxy. Instead, Davies' drum parts, 
while emphatic, are also melodic, fluid and 
conversational. Hertentative playing added 
just the right asceticism to Hex, where, she says, 
"I did really sparse, open, emotive drum tracks. 
I didn't want to laden it down, I tried to make it 
the essence of what each song needed and 
nothing more, nothing less." 

Davies is a self-taught drummer, who came 
to the instrument relatively late. "Randall 
Dunn, our recorder through these last albums, 
he's always saying I played drums like a tabla 



ck'n'roll, and we are the bees creating something 

IW OUt Of It' - Dylan Carlson 



unfettered evil. But not in a judgmental way- 
it is what it is. I thought that was kind of cool." 

Carslon: "It's viewed as evil because of its 
negative impact on the people, but it's really 
not. It's a force, it's alien to our desires and 
hopes and stuff. So we assign evil to it." 

Does this relate to any specific landscape? 
Do you feel like this about where you live? 

"The Northwest is a very... even though 
there's cities, there's a lot of natural stuff left, 
unlike a lot of places in the United States." 

" It's a very potent landscape," Davies 
agrees, describing forests where, "You can't see 
the North Star. All the normal laws of direction 
that people have relied on forthousands of 
years to define latitude and to make the maps 
don't exist. It's like the compasses probably 
don't even work in some parts of the woods." 

"Like I remember when Blair Witch came 
out, we were like, 'Why are these people scared 
of being in this little wood in Maryland?'" 
Carslon laughs. "In the Northwest there's 
giant trees, tons of moss, and it's dark -the 
sun doesn't even get through..." 

in the style of demons 

Perhaps why are we scared is less the question 
than, why do we want to be? Appropriately, 
Southern Lord is a label whose output seems, 
more than most, to tap into the issue of how 
esotericism, spirituality or fiction works within 
extreme music in a very current way -that is, 
an ambiguous waythat leaves the listener 
unsure as to whether such concerns are merely 
aesthetic, or relate to genuine belief, while 



Davies: "We got rid of our cell phone, we 
don't use our computer. We don't even know 
if it turns on anymore. What I found is when 
we were using the computer every day and 
talking to people every time they called on the 
cell phone, creatively, all of a sudden, I felt like 
a dry well. How are you supposed to be creative 
or be in touch with what can flow through you 
if you're constantly distracted?" 

I try to describe the feeling in the air at 
that show, and other Sunn O))) performances. 
While much of the music feels ostensibly 
hermetic, suited on record to solitary listening, 
the fact remains that it's very deliberately 
performed, to rooms full of people seeking to 
connect with imaginative landscapes - at a time 
when, as Carlson puts it, there's a "constant 
whittling away at people interacting." 

"I definitely think religion has failed a lot 
of people, especially young people, and it's 
become reactionary and anti-life, like terrorists 
or fundamentalist Christians," he says. "As you 
say, people are looking for that transcendent 
experience in other places. In voodoo, for 
example, they're constantly in contact with 
'something other'; they're possessed during 
their ceremonies. That's been lost, that trance 
that's the basis of all archaic religions and has 
been squashed out of modern religions. I think 
people are not only feeling cut off from each 
other, but cut off from the divine." 

"And they don't even know where to go 
to look for it," says Adrienne." They know 
where they can't find it. ..It's like this desperate 
groping in the night: 'Where can it be?'" 



player, because I was more melodically aware 
than I was rhythmically driven." 

"You approach drums as a melodic 
instrument," Carlson nods. 

"I'm always hearing melodies he's not 
actually playing! I'm hearing the counter- 
melody in my head and he's like, 'No, every 
one of those was exactly the same...' I'm 
hearing ghost melodies and ghost notes that 
aren't actually there. I started out playing 
guitar, but guitar never came natural. I wanted 
to be a great guitar player, and I practised and 
practised, but I just wasn't as good as I needed 
to be. Drums, for some reason, just came more 
natural. But something coming naturallyto 
you is only good for so long until you have to 
start putting the work in. I figured that out 
eventually, and I put the work in, and now I'm 
totally happy with being a drummer." 

Davies' first love was vocal music. "When 
I was a kid, my favourites were always amazing 
songwriters and lyricists, people who were 
aware of melody and harmony. I was into folk 
because of the three-part harmony probably. 
And topical folk songs, Phil Ochs, I was really 
into him. Dylan, obviously. ..Not thatDy\an, 
ha ha! As I got older I got into Nick Cave a lot. 
Lyrics were always incredibly important to me." 

She turns to Carlson. "Like you were saying 
earlier, what you liked about instrumental 
music was that it didn't tell you what to think. 
To me, the beauty of really well-done lyrics is 
that they don't either - but it's a I ittle hard to 
pull that off. That's why the group of really 
good, incredible lyricists is so small." 
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Would Earth work with a vocalist? 

"On previous Earth records there were 
a few songs with vocals," Carlson reminds me. 
"I don't ever see a vocalist being permanently 
part of the band, but I try not to say I'll never 
do something. How Jesse Sykes sang on [Sunn 
0)))and Boris'] Altar... she's expressed interest 
in doing something with us." 

"We've talked about having [Mark] 
Lanegan come do some..." hints Adrienne. 
"It would have to be the right vocalist, that's 
for darn sure." 

Vocals will always provide listeners with 
a focal point, so one can see why this is counter 
to Carlson's temporally ambiguous, malleable 
soundworld, where the listener's attention is 
drawn at all times to accumulations of sound 
rather than anyone leader-even duringthe 
most lyrical guitar solos. Davies' drumming 
contributes significantly to this: on Bees, her 
still-minimal drum parts have a stately, cymbal- 
heavy looseness, generating a momentum that 
feels cyclical and open rather than forward- 
driven and anchored down. Carlson nods 
when I mention this fluidity of focus, and how 
it relates, for me, to jazz rather than rock. 

"It's a democraticthing, a conversation 
between everybody. We're very aware of 
jazz and improvisation, in a lot of the bands 
I like - Quicksilver Messenger Service, or the 
Mahavishnu Orchestra... For whatever reason, 
improvisation or spontaneous live music is - 
I can't conceive of not doing that. I would go 
mad if I had to do the 'Greatest Hits', like we 
recorded them." 



feel like it right now, with Earth 2 spinning me 
into a timeless unease, those infinitesimal, wiry 
spirals of feedback, those weird scrapes on 'Like 
Gold And Faceted', that almost-out-of-range 
two-note detail that you think you might have 
put there with your own ears. Whether the 
album was conceived with the high-minded 
aims of La Monte Young, seeking to redefine, 
via extremes of duration and volume, our 
entire experience of music, or as a direct, 
instinctual transmission from a high mind, or 
both, is not the point. What holds up, along 
with the sheer bludgeoning weight of the 
music, is that sense of searching for a place 
beyond the self that's shared by improvisation 
and experimental classical music. When 
channeled through punk roots, that search 
becomes yet more powerful and poignant. 

"When you first started playing in Earth, 
you'd sit behind the amps so you couldn't 
see the audience," Adrienne says to Dylan. 
"I remember a show where you'd finally moved 
out from behind the amp but you still made 
no eye contact. It wasn't like an act. . . " 

"That wasn't necessarily because I was 
afraid of the audience, it was more like I was 
trying to downplay the importance of the 
icon," he replies. "It was more like, 'This is 
about the music, don't pay attention to me'. 
I remember when we got signed to Sub Pop, 
we were opening for L7 and I was behind all my 
amps. I turned to the side and all these people 
had come round the back and were watching 
me! I'm like, 'I'm just sitting here, what are 
you looking at?' But I don't think it's a self- 



Four early signs of lif< 



Extra Capsular 
Extractions 
I (Sub Pop, 1991) 

I Where it all began. Dylan 
Carlson, Joe Preston, Dave 

— Harwell and special guests 

Kelly Canary and "Kurt Kobain" contribute 
to three tracks of instrumental drone-doom 
that sees the minimalist experiments of La 
Monte Young and Terry Riley transposed 
onto plodding drums, wall-trembling bass, 
tortured screams and monastic chant, and 
waterfalls of blackened guitar scuzz. 

Earth 2: Special Low 
Frequency Version 
(Sub Pop, 1994) 

Carlson's grandest 
statement: three tracks 
of heavy guitar sludge 
presented with minimal detail but 
maximum viscosity, a gigantic growl 
of feedback so thick and unrelenting 
it almost feels tangible. One track features 
drums. Two do not. Inner sleeve pictures 
pots of prescription medication and 
Carlson and bassist Dave Harwell aiming 
automatic weaponry. Listen carefully and 
n hear Sunn O))) clawing their way 
a womb. 



that what if it's 
ot so much the people in America that were evil, but 
ie continent itself that had this charae' -Adrienne Davies 



galactic intervals 

The chances of this are unlikely, for even when 
Carlson seems to be exploring some of music's 
more familiar, traditional forms -a phase that 
continues with the gospel-tinged Bees- his 
attitude to sound and performance remains 
experimental, not only through his current 
thing for the improvisatory rock of the Sixties 
and Seventies but also through his continued - 
willing -subjugation to sound and tone. Even 
at its most listenable, Earth's music refuses to 
settle into a comfort zone (which extremism 
can be in itself) because you always hear in 
it the awareness that there are infinite ways 
to explore sound, and for it to explore you - 
and the vague fear that goes along with any 
intimation of infinity. 

Carlson's relationship with 'experimental' 
music in the commonly understood sense 
of the word is something that fascinates me, 
as it always does when used autodidactically 
and alongside other forms. There's something 
subtly anarchic about underground musicthat 
magpies ideas from more academic genres: 
a refusal to accept your cultural limitations, and 
a commitmentto establishing and defining 
your own practice with knowledge acquired via 
your own channels. It doesn't matter that these 
ideas were explored with greater intellectual 
rigour and to different end-points elsewhere. 
What matters is that they are explored at all, 
and that they're given new life by DIY-bred 
instinct and intensity. 

If this sounds like grand claims for 
minimalist-inspired stoner rock, it doesn't 



deprecating thing either. When I play I'm 
always trying to do what's good for the song. 
It's not about me and my technique." 

"Now you're out there trying to - " 

"Connect with the audience." 

"You're not shoegazing." 

Carlson's onstage manner has relaxed, 
and his music reached up and away from its 
chthonic beginnings. Yet there's a feeling 
of continuum throughout Earth's entire 
body of work that gives it both some of its 
weight and honesty, and also provides an 
attractive narrative structure, an added 
mystery and gravitas. But does it all hang 
together for you? 

"I think it does," Carlson says, simply. "If 
I didn't feel there was a continuity, I wouldn't 
be doing Earth. It would be something else. 
I would have changed the name and done 
a different project, or done a solo thing." 

It's as if there's a storyline running through 
it all. But it's sort of secret. 

They both laugh at my mythmaking. 

"A secret narrative! " "Or a secret joke. . . ! " 

We go out for a cigarette and Carlson 
disappears into the guitar shop again. Davies 
looks a little concerned about yet more pedal 
purchases. I ask her if she gets the same way 
over drum stuff, and she says no, not so much, 
and then wryly lists all the equipment she 
hankers after. Perhaps the story is simpler than 
I thought: no more and no less than a quest 
in the service of the perfect sound. And it goes 
on, and I'mqlad of it. 



Phase Three: Thrones 
And Dominions 
(Sub Pop, 1995) 

Everybody must get 
stoned. Allegedly part 
- recorded after a Sub Pop 
employee locked a strung-out Carlson 
in the studio and set the tapes rolling, 
Phase 3: Thrones And Dominions is Earth at 
their most delicate and beautiful, their most 
spaced-out and abstract, their most 
dissolute and confused. 'Harvey' is the 
great lost grunge riff, while the title track 
'Thrones And Dominions' maysimply 
be the sound of amplifiers playing 
themselves. 

PI Pentastar: In The Style 
I Of Demons 
t (Sub Pop, 1996) 
I Earth's crossover grunge 
^ album comes three years too 
late. Dylan steps up 
to the mic, the band dip Hendrix in concrete 
on 'Peace In Missisippi', and the video to 
'Tallahassee' takes a ride across town to 
score, stopping off for a Minimalist-inspired 
piano interlude ('Sonar and Depth Charge') 
Even a jaded, junkie Earth sound pretty 
bad-ass, but the world ain't listening. 
Mainstream success not forthcoming, 
Carlson sells his guitar and drops off the 
face of the planet. 
Louis Pattison 
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MIA 

The Coronet, London 

She's late, but then so am I, and according 
to reliable sources Santogold was wicked in 
support and got all them party kids riled up 
to have the good time they paid for, and 
they're neon mental, nu-raved to the gills, 
rubbing bare and shaking shoulders with hip 
thirtysomething creatives on pills. You know 
the score: it's the rock star dujour. Hype, hype. 
You had to be there. You had to. MIA had to be 
there because it was her own party, but at times 
it looked like she'd rather be anywhere else. 

Kala is a massive, multi-textural, multi- 
national tub-thumping teeth-grinding mash- 
up of an album full of allegory and allegation 
from the great World War we're living in. 



fight who's standing on a stage that looks too 
big for her and she's fighting against her own 
well-publicised beats just to get heard. She 
stands up and gives a shout-out: to London 
town, to her blood and her family who are in 
the house tonight. "My mum," she begins. "My 
mum is here tonight." But we don't hearthe 
last of what she's saying because the DJ starts in 
and he drowns her out in a cloud of bass drone 
and oh god it looks like the party's starting and 
that's what the kids want anyway and what 
they're gonna get because there's so many of 
them and only one of her. And I want to hear 
that voice, because we need it so desperately 
and because there's only one like it- notthe 
voice itself, which ain't one of those majestic 
songbird voices some women have, but the 



The unmistakable click of rifles loading 
and till-bells ringing 



Yeah, yeah, there's all that well-publicised 
ghetto beat that has the smug white music 
press pissing itself with excitement and the 
smug white hipster scene grinding its teeth 
at the Coronet tonight: baile funk, soca and 
gaana, stomping soldier boots and the 
unmistakable click of rifles loading and till- 
bells ringing. But it's about the heartbeat 
underneath, the beat that goes on, the 
beatings that don't stop. The lyrics are stuffed 
with manifesto and rage and humanity. It 
ain't a fucking party, kids. This is a war. 

I want to see a warrior who's fighting us 
all forthe love and hate of what is real and 
what is human in a world of clamouring voices 
all chatting shit and selling us rubbish and lying 
through teeth. But here's a woman born to 



heartbeat of it -and it hurts me to hear it shout 
and struggle through the jungle of beats and 
words and hype and the screaming of the 
dumb-ass hip kids. "We need some crazy ladies 
on the stage to help us with this one," she calls, 
sounding exhausted, and gets a bunch of sexy 
little girls up who booty down for the boys 
in the crowd: "What can I get for 10 dollar?" 
shouts MIA, and they chant it back, delighted 
and free of irony: "Anything you want!" 

The kids storm the stage again for 'Bucky 
Done Gun', the last song; they sing it for her 
and they swallow her up, all aglow with youth 
or pills or affluence or whatever it is they've 
got, and she slips out of sight, consumed in the 
consumerism of it all, she who would fight it. 
If only we'd stop dancing long enough to listen. 
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It's unnerving, being narrated 
by three skinny, grinning guys 
in a Kilburnpub 
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swell times 

Words: Meryl Trussler 
Photography: Emily Graham 

The Wave Pictures 

The Good Ship, Kilburn 

The Good Ship is encrusted and cockled with 
beer-giddy people, spilling down into a dark 
square belly where singer David Tattersall 
is having a surreal moment. The Wave Pictures 
clearly hadn't quite expected the whole 
trendy, thrusty electropop thing firing off 
all around them. Oh well. No problem. The 
band play, with each chord falling out in 
graceful shrugs, lapping outwards, foaming 
insidiously round the punters' ankles. There's 
some 50 years of rock'n'roll in the saltwater: 
the sound is vintage, wise and cool, and it 
can't help but wash the whole trash-indie- 
disco thing right outta you. 

Just like Jonathan Richman (sort of a star 
sign for The Wave Pictures, himself) digging 
with garrulous guitar towards the 'Heart Of 
Saturday Night', the band describe and distil 
the Friday night around them - not least by 



squalling to 'Friday Night In Loughborough' 
and bantering delightedly about the 
significance. But as Tattersall rocks back and 
forth on his feet, everything he narrates is 
so inexorably Friday anyway; tales of low 
lit, sloppy romance, collisions of 'Red Wine 
Teeth', neck-kissing in dusty apartments. 

The three men smile at each other 
knowingly through the bridges, as if they've 
lived this moment before; like they've been 
superimposed, calm and sentimental, into 
their own pasts. Actually, if I look up from 
their pocket of nonchalant space, I'll see 
one of their songs taking place, I know it- 
some couple illuminated bytheglowofthe 
bar, playing out the reported speech. It's 
unnerving, being narrated by three skinny, 
grinning guys in a Kilburn pub. Especially 
when I'm trying to mentally narrate them, 
their every drum-skin's shudder, every doo- 
wop allusion tangled somewhere in the bass 
riffs -and then the singer looks up at us... 

He looks up, sways forward, and a sound 
begins to pour out of the guitar that is one 
of the least tedious solos I've ever heard. It 



is warm and unforced and earnest. It's like 
listening to a thoroughly drunk but beloved 
friend insisting over and over their love for 
you - No, honestly, really, no, no, I mean this. 
After that point, I don't care how second- 
hand and obvious this set feels: it feels 
nostalgic because the music is. We listen to 
the exquisite shuffle of 'Long Island' and we're 



of blue denim and Coke Original. Like their 
soulmates Herman Dune, The Wave Pictures 
know when to stop and when not to stop, 
when to echo things out into the distance - 
when to deftly cut and paste that 'Be My Baby' 
rhythm, when to keep chanting "David is 
a monster" til I the room is flushed and silly. 

What's sad is that the applause dissipates 
so quickly, and there's no appearance of the 
ukulele that Tattersall notoriously shreds up 
like a Flying V given the opportunity. London, 
embarrassed, turns back to its drink and 
its newest club hits. Oh well. No problem. 
If it seemed like The Wave Pictures lived that 
moment once before, then they can definitely 
do it again. 



Black Kids 



Kings Colleg 

Pop crushes start with that nervous, 
nagging feeling whenever your paths 
cross, tempered by a rock solid belief that 
it's just cheap pop thrills. Then, WHAM. 
Something happens, you're pushed closer 
together, and. . . uh-oh you're in trouble. 
As for Black Kids, I'm in deep.The 
'something' happened and the trip- 
switch flicked. 

Seeing them live, the nerves are gone, 
everything is amped - it's the real thing. 
For weeks I've been giddily excited by their 
scruffily perfect pop - nods to Bowie and 
impossible Seventies New York cool all 
shaken up with sun-kissed Florida shrugs. 
Y'see, they've got the balance, the in-and- 



out-of-love roundabout we all leap on 
and stumble off, but also the smarts - they 
know the most obvious, most forgotten 
secret in life: the ability to dance in any 
given situation. 

Crippling fear and brattish insouciance, 
breaking and broken hearts, pill-popping 
regrets that "feel like karate "and an all- 
consuming bravado that's so raggedly 
fragile it's the most human thing in the 
world. What's not to love? 
Dave Rowlinson 

Gallows 

Mid 

Gallows are just a band. Frank Gallows 
misses his mum. We know because he 
tells us. They've been on stage every night 



for months. Shirts on, then off, sweat 
soaked, pouring out jagged odes to self- 
doubt, lost love and "being a cunt" . 

'In The Belly Of The Shark' is dedicated 
to the Gooners fans who are schlepping 
home after the 'Boro beat them 2-1 . Black 
Flag's 'Nervous Breakdown' is wheeled 
out, a circle pit forms, young lads flail, 



at whoever. 

Frank hauls himself up onto the 
speaker stack and swings out onto the hot 
lighting rig during 'Orchestra Of Wolves' 
His sinewy frame dangles, bathed in purple 
light, feet skimming the heads below. He 
falls into the crowd. A mic cracks off a skull 
next to me. A shove, a cheer. They' re gone. 
Natalie Boxall 



Ipso Facto 

The Hoxton Bai 

Oooh, they are so pretty and so trendy 
and so angular and so moody. Everything 
is severe and cut in straight lines. Haircuts. 
Dresses. Beats. Licks. Riffs. And the drums 
roll like the eyes of pretty girls you can't 
have, and the battle of the sexes rages 



insistent and calculated. 

This is no sloppy girlishness but tin- 
hearted tight-fisted musicianship with 
the cruelty of perfectionism. Quick! Quick! 
Get in line, the firing line, in the eye of 
the speaker with a view of the lipstick 
and watch 'em gravely la-la-la-ing like 
the girliest of toy soldiers: meaner than 
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scenesters and set-mouthed, moppets 
stricter than Poppins, the marching doll 
vanguard leading the toy army to the 
bloodiest of wars in Metropolis going 
UP and dooown and UP and dooown 
and UP and UP and UP and STOP. 
Jesse Darlin' 

Morning 

The Lion, L 

Sometimes the fairy-lit upstairs room 
of a crammed Stoke Newington pub can 
become the centre of the musical world; 
when time stands still on the brush of 
a drum or the stroke of a cello bow - 
especially when Amity Dunn sings. Her 
voice demands rapt attention, urges the 
buzz to stop dead, drop everything and 
pay close heed to the power in the words 
she directs right into the soul. 

Morning Bride songs have a 
bittersweet joy which transcend their 
inherent melancholy. Mark Pearson's 
lyrics cover all the bases of pain and loss 
- railway station romantic terminations, 
New Year suicide, even a shared death 
rattle - but as this is Anglo-Americana, 
the pathos is tinted with the vibrant sound 
of mother Hackney's urban bustle and 
a promise of salvation as much as it is with 
Pete Bennett's heartfelt blues guitar. They 
make damn fine gingerbread, too. 
Richard Fontenoy 

Shackleton 

Great Eastern Hotel, Londo 

A man stood staring into a laptop screen 
is a pretty boring thing. That's why I like 
to think of it less of a screen and more. . . 
well, a portal. 

Not to sound curmudgeonly, but 
one of the appeals of dubstep is the way 
it offers a alternative to your modern 
dancefloor routine; a club experience that 
forsakes sweaty hugs and lines on toilet 
seats for a more inward communion, the 
communication of massed bodies gathered 
with singular concentration and common 
purpose. Maybe Sam Shackleton, the 
London DJ/producer and head of dubstep 



wants to party, I dunno. But his music feels 
custom-made for rippling crowds, closed 
eyes, minds dislocated but bodies in 
unconscious motion. 

There are key hallmarks of dubstep 
here - that bass, so physical as to feel 
almost tangible, that sense of wet, 
concrete gloom. (Let's not forget 
Shackleton's first release came out 
courtesy of those purveyors of the 
hauntological, Mordant Music.) Here, 
though, he brings an added rhythmic 
layer: snappy drums hook into swinging 
polyrhythms, pounding conga and rolls 
of tribal drums. 

And it's funny, how there's something 
illusionary about the best mixing - the 
way how, through simple juxtaposition 
and I don't recognise Can's 'Mother Sky' 
at first, but as Shackleton drops it piece 
by piece, isolating individual strands - 
first, Damo Suzuki's solemn, star-gazing 
vocal; then Jaki Liebzeit's pulsing drums, 
surfing the ground on the brink of lift- 
off; then Michael Karoli's guitar, blazing 
phosphorous trails across your brain - 
it feels, just for a minute, like anything 



Louis Pattison 
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s and nights with. ..trances morgan 

s: Frances Morgan 

Dqraphy: Mei Lewis 



In which yr editor feels the chill of London's 
seasonal affective doom 



December. Days were an inconvenience, flat 
tions of pale grey air that you eat because 
eto. If you were still drunk, you could make 
m funny, like jumping from level to level of 
ime, but mostly they just hung there, dull clouds 
»ush through before the city went blue black 
nge and yours again. Clothes were easy. I just 
ke up most days and asked myself, "What would 
ey do?", then dressed for the weather and the 
r zone in army surplus and high volume. So 
'way we were supporting Nalle and Gowns, 
:ember4at Gramaphone. It was ourthird show 
\ we were due a bad one. We knocked out a 
isistent enough noise setforthe easily pleased, 
inside was a bad dream of missed signals and 
tleties, and unrealised narratives. I explained 
v wrong it had gone to Erika from Gowns, 
doesn't matter with that kind of thing," she 
thed. I said, "It's not supposed to be that kind 
hing". She had pity in her eyes. A paternal 



id Cunningham 

gested we go We weren't bodies anymore, 

tal". Meanwhile, « ■ ■ ■ ■ .« 

new Earth album just amorphous, cold spirits 



gested we go We Were II t D 

ital". Meanwhile, - ■ 

new Earth album JUST aiTIOrphO 

ved, but I missed 

st of their set at the Forum, because they were 
early to make way for the Boris and Sunn O))) 
us. What I caught felt like church, burnished and 
ective, bright gospel-light. Boris disappointed, 
turing and mannered, Atsuo going nuts on 
jge gong, but Sunn O))) wiped my clumsy, 
irexcited thoughts clean and I might have leant 
linstyou but we weren't bodies anymore, just 
orphous, cold spirits, icebergs and trees. The 
ails — Attila Csihar crowned with branches; 

swoop of a Moog Voyager -only crystallised 
Brwards, during a partial performance of Altar, 
ere Jesse Sykes sang 'The Sinking Belle' like 
itch from a lake. The next night Stephen 
/la I ley played with Oren Ambarchi at the 
1 Rose Club, following a creakingly weirdass 
lutiful set from Z'ev, percussing alongside 
at sounded like treated Hammond organs 

I couldn't see. A strange atmosphere of noise 



engulfment up against improv reverence ma 
hard to slot into the sound, but Ambarchi's 
architectural way with guitar and electronic texture 
cut through and stayed. The following week Isold 
a High On Fire gig to a friend as Best Live Thing 
Ever, but the ULU school canteen-feel and shitty 
quiet PA plus Matt Pike's tired, tour-wearied moves 
made me look like a hypemongering journalist and 
I made a mental note, wearily nodding an aching 
head just behind a floundery mosh, to only see them 
at the Underworld from now on. It wasn't until the 
weekend -the shortest day, Christmas hastening at 
us from all angles-that I got my bleak midwinter fix 
with Atavist, Moss, Taint and Black Sun at the Old 
Blue Last. Despite the venue, there were no haircuts 
for Atavist singer Toby Bradshaw to sneer at like he 
did at ATP, unless you counted mine: this was the 
Terrorizer Christmas do and tonight's audience 
looked comfortingly Breughel-ish. The creeping, 
chasm-like despair of Moss' Chtonic Rites was never 

going to be matched 

lies anymore, bya P ubgi g ,but 

■ . . -- Atavist and Taint 

5 f COICI SpiritS were muscular, the 

former in the most 
visceral sense of the world, flesh and bone doing 
battle with darkness. This was how I knew and 
wanted winter, and cunting Christmas, to really 
be: age-old, cold-fiery. I felt sentimental with 
whisky and willpower. I ruled. Dark Queen of 
Winter. Swiftly unmasked as messed-up holy fool 
by the time Sutcliffe-Jugend played with Shit 
And Shine on the 30th. S-J were less abrasive than 
I expected; a tentative, private-sounding chamber- 
noise. Shit And Shine felt like a Krautrock dance 
party in an archaeological dig, but that might have 
just been me: I tried to touch every wall on the walk 
back, for support and reassurance, telling myself 
I could read their histories like braille. And then 
I woke up and it was New Year's Eve, so my sister 
and I went swimming outdoorsto mark the event. 
My lips went a greyish purple, like grape juice with 
aslightfilmof mould. "I'm not sure about this," 
I said, teeth clenched, but secretly I was impressed. 
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You're having sex 
with a lot of 
guitarists because 
it's been one of 
those months 



after the reformation 

Words: John Doran 
Photography: Sanna Charles 

Prong 

The Underworld, London 

For years I loved Prong without being able to 
pinpoint exactly what it was about this under- 
achieving New York metal band that drove 
me to rapture. It becomes clear the second 
you watch them live. Tommy Victor is the best 
rhythm guitarist that has lived. Nile Rodgers 
is there in terms of metronomic precision; 
Phelps 'Catfish' Collins had exactly the same 
instinctual feel for grooves; Michael Rother 
possesses an undeniable giftfor snapping 
his fluid sound tight to the beat- but none 
of them quite match up somehow. Think of 
it another way. You're having sex with a lot 
of guitarists because it's been one of those 
months. Steve Vai is doing alright, until it 
comes to the crucial moment and then he 
fucks it up by simultaneously rubbing his belly 
and patting his head, and switching to moving 
his hips in 17/16time. Kurt Cobain does OK 



until he bursts into tears and you have to call 
him a cab. You're impressed with Kerry King 
until you notice that he's reading a manual 
over your shoulder. And the less said about 
William Reid the better. It's all from Victor's 
hips, there's little or no thought to these 
grooves, it's pure organic rhythm pulsing out. 
He'd make you do one of those noises that's 
a combination of a whoop and a high pitched 
laugh while remaining puzzled as to what 
he'd achieved and how he'd done it. 

Like any great idiot-savant would, a 
chiselled Victor walks onto stage and says: 
"Hello, we're Penis". Actually, it's as far from 
cock rock as you can get - any doubts about 
this are dispelled by the odd (and mercifully 
short) bits of shredding that he indulges 
in. The second he stops playing chords and 
starts wrangling a solo he looks like your 
dad playing Guitar Hero, a gurning, nodding, 
grinning, pouting, tongue-waving, eyebrow- 
jiggling twit. As much as he's the best rhythm 
guitarist, he's also the worst lead. There 
are Middle Eastern overtones to new song 
'Looking For Them', like Killing Joke or demo 



stage Ministry covering The Devil's Anvil. 
Previous members (especially Ted Parsons 
and Paul Raven) cast a long shadow, but 
Monte Pittman and Aaron Rossi hold their 
own in creating the three-way backline. This 
said, Prong always suited being a four piece 
and they don't really achieve escape velocity 
until they hit the disjointed, Wire go hip-hop, 
low-end heavy tattoo of 'Beg To Differ'. Then 
there's no holding them back. 'Whose Fist 
Is This Anyway?' followed by the ultimate 
straight to the point anti-work anthem 'Snap 
Your Fingers, Snap Your Neck'. It's sublime. 
The f rontman's time as house soundman 
at CBGBs in the early Eighties has given him 
an impervious punk edge, so his vocals are 
whiplash vicious, devoid of self-pity or violent 
sentimentality; another rhythmical weapon 
at his disposal. There's no 'Prove You Wrong' 
tonight, but who cares? I mean, my God, he's 
like an animal, a machine. On leaving, a friend 
says to me that Tommy Victor is to rock music 
what Philip Glass is to classical music and 
I laugh loudly. It's only when I'm on the tube 
home that I realise how dead right he is. 



Southbound Festival 

Bovell Park, Busselton, Austra 

At a festival where signs on the main 
stage sternly remind you to refrain from 
stagediving, moshing or crowdsurfing, 
all drinkers are caged up in case they 
infect the masses, and beach balls get 
solemnly punctured save they corrupt 
the nation, Operator Please are 
a quietlyjoyous revelation. 

They are illegally bouncy Haribo-rock 
tweens from Queensland, and 'Just A Song 
About Ping Pong' is 'Ace Of Spades' as 
played by kids too young to know any 
different - magically coming up with 
something that's as playground catchy 
as 'Ooh ! Stick You' albeit delivered with 
a caustic Beth Ditto rasp. 



Girl Talk, meanwhile, are a loud, 
messy revelation. Gregg Gillis -Vincent 
Gallo as dressed by a surly child having 
a pillowfight in a fluosports shop - is 
part of the copyright-flouting Illegal Art 
collective, and plays intricate mash-ups of 
hip hop, indie-rock, bootybass, electro, and 
party-pop from his laptop (while stripping). 
Within two minutes, there are 1 people 
on stage. By the sweaty climax, it's 
somewhere between Tuesday night at 
Heaven, and a school dance as produced 
by the lunatics from Ladette To Lady. 

You start congratulating yourself for 
noticing the joins and the folds, the way 
a touch of 'Smells Like Teen Spirit' bleeds 
into 'Call On Me', or 'Sound Of Da Police', 



Kelly Clarkson's 'Since U Been Gone', or 
a crowd-melting segue into Elastica's 
'Connection'. You think of the way Gillis 
gleefully deconstructs the boundaries 
between performance art and street party. 
And then you slap yourself upside the 
head and get on with it until a giddy finale 
fuses Elton's 'Tiny Dancer' and Biggie's 
'Juicy' with a tent full of ear-to-ear grins. 
Chris Houghton 

Ronnie Spector 

BB Kings Club &Gril 

"And this," purrs Ronnie Spector, "this is 
where it all started." Time stops. 77?afdrum 
beat starts. And, my God, Ronnie Spector 
has just started singing, "The night we 
met. . . "and my head'n'heart have qone. 



It's soul-destroying to rely on rotten used- 
up words to convey this; a pox on the 
redundant superlatives lavished on lesser 
stars - they should've been saved for this 
and only this. 

This wasn't happening yesterday, you 
should be over the Atlantic this second, 
but flights have been re-arranged, hotel 
stays extended. You don't miss the life- 
changing. So we sip bourbon among 
old NYC glamour, red leather booths 
and dark wood, and listen to the best 
songs ever written. Later, stumbling 
into the freezing night, blinded by Times 
Square mayhem, delirious with pure 
joy. Life, now and only now, is everything 
and perfect. 
Dave Rowlinson 



46 1 plan b 



(Estrella Damm 

PRIMAVERA 
SOUND'08 




\\ 






fe. 



ESTRELLA DAMM PRIMAVERA SOUND 2008 FESTIVAL 
MAY 29th TO 31st, BARCELONA. 

ALL TOMORROW'S PARTIES PRESENTS: 

Portishead, Silver Jews, Les Savy Fav, Six Organs Of Admittance, Pissed Jeans, 

Deerhunter, Edan & MC Dagha, MV & EE with The Golden Road, Fuck Buttons. 

ALSO CONFIRMED: 

Mission Of Burma, Okkervil River, Eric's Trip, Model 500, Scout Niblett, Clipse, 

Shipping News, Holly Golightly & The Brokeoffs, The Felice Brothers, Man Man. 

Buy your tickets at: www.primaverasound.com 

In collaboration with 

ALL TOMORROWS PARTIES 



et» 



www.atpfestival.conn 






Organized by 

PRIMAVERA 
SOUND, Q 



Media Partners 



#fe® °WR 



Plan B end Crowned In Sound by □rrangemenl wiln Mommolh Booking pre&enl 

enablers 



March 2008 UK Tour 


14 


LONDON 




Water Rats 


15 


LEEDS 




Brudenell Social Club 


16 


MANCHESTER 




Star & Garter 


18 


ABERDEEN 




Tunnels 


19 


GLASGOW 




Nice N Sleazy 


20 


BELFAST 




Bunker 


22 


LIVERPOOL 




Leaf Cafe ©Static Gal 





S5 




ALSO AVAILABLE FROM: umvu. unkle. cam AND vrs.vi IjvcmiLian.cE 
THE ALBUM - WAR STORIES - CUT NOW 
UNKLE tent. JOSH HPMME - RESTLESS - SINGLE OUT MAflCK 

CARUNG ACADEMY BRISTOL 

WEDNESDAY £7m FEBRUARY 

BOH OFFICE 0fi4&* TH 00O 

PLUG, SHEFFIELD 

THURSDAY S8m FEBRUARY 

tVOKOPFfCt 011 rS 2*1 3Q40 

PYRAMIDS. PORTSMOUTH 

FRIDAY 89th FEBRUARY 

OQK W FlCt 02 2 92.B2 «55 

BRIXTON ACADEMY 

SATURDAY 1st MARCH 

CREDIT CABD5 QB4 4 GTE 54SZ 






BRAVE NEW MUSIC 

flfTffN"-, SJHTEfN 1 * ft Sevf^rEfW* mtUAKT OS 

3 04^9 of tHC teflt ^ypeRi/n«^ML $ i^^yo*/^ aim** re*/'Xf /^Kf To *£s 7ta$. Yf/i* 

rj ^iqn rhodri dwik John butchiek &wsmv /uetz&er & eunni- 

tW¥>*J&Of\ KEMNfTM GCU&Virm jylRftOO FOWLER SLMOri MORRIS S ontfJ* 
tytutftftf UsTtR^- fc^h rtfoiP/KfTviA/r,* *L/in/ S\LVA DONALD OfFTRKH & snffAf 

v- J Cj£ | ,,* t ' TWf CH£RRr BLOSSOMS /MV& £F4 t*«we^**» & ^f* 
WAW*Jfrtfa*r 4HTQIHE BEtlhER 04DW /M4L&m7 mAnTHSD WBKPEft * fllWW 
rfHfaCfl RICHARD YOUNGS NAC^T IUSUJBU USUftPFR * flnW ^ 

pW *# dftrt i IfO ff* t/tf trill f*t H« futnJ 

boo* mtitNE at www* tbGirc h&t* CoMK Of! CAM Oflf-i SS 5" /0O0 



M%yfo 



ARCHES 



*£&<!* 



AH* Council 



live preview 



now booking: instal 2008 

Words: Louis Pattison 

John Butcher Photo: Bryony Mclntyre 

This year at Instal there seems to be more emphasis on conceptual 
ideas than straight performances - do you see Instal as a place for 
collaboration or one offset pieces'? 

Barry Esson (Instal curator): "We really want people to have the chance to see 
more experimental music more often in the UK, and to be able to experience it in 
ways that are best suited to really getting into that music. So we've approached 
a bunch of musicians that we admire, and asked them, if you could do anything, if 
you could really start with a blank slate and think about what it is you're really into, 
what would that be, and then let's try and explore that and come up with some events 
that an audience can dig. There's loads of events where people just rock up, do their 
normal thing, have a good time and then head off again. That's supercool, of course, 
but it's what musicians do every day. We wanted to give people the chance to dictate 
their own ideal circumstances. Because if you do this, then it's undoubtedly going 
to be different, interesting and give an audience a chance to get into that music in 
a different way." 

The Personal Space performances sound like an interesting deal - 
what can we expect from them? 

" Here's a good quote to start us off: 'Art is not the most precious manifestation 
of life. Art has not the celestial and universal value that people like to attribute to it. 
Life is far more interesting' -Tristan Tzara.To get by in the world, to seek out our own 
ways of coping, of making do, we all engage in creativity, every day: we take shortcuts, 
we cook, we get lost, we have sex, our neighbourhoods have an atmosphere that 
is created by the people there and their histories, not by a developer's masterplan. 
Arika - that is, Bryony Mclntyre and I - are really interested in everyday creativity, 
and in the everyday things that inspire artists to create. It's good to ask the question: 
why is it that if you want to see some musicians perform you have to buy a ticket, go 
to a venue, sit in an audience and passively consume what is presented to you? That's 
cool a lot of the time, but maybe there are other ways to get into experimental music 
that are just as exciting. 

"So that's why 'personal space' has worked out the way it has this year. Richard 
Youngs plays music on a daily basis in his front room, and it's where he does most of 
his recording too. So we were interested in doing something about his front room. 
He'll do a short performance there, which will be filmed by Luke Fowler. Luke is also 
going to film different aspects of that room to create a short film poem about the 
space. Richard is hoping to get some audience participation going too! 

"Usurper is a Scottish band featuring comic book artist Malcy Duff and musician 
Ali Robertson. Bud Neill's comic strips were cast aside, quite literally, in the Seventies 
by the Glasgow's Daily Express after the cartoonist's popularity had waned. The 
Express threw dozens of binbags full of original artwork away and many of the reprints 
of his work have been taken from photocopies of old newspapers. Some originals 
which were salvaged from a skip by artist Calum MacKenzie. As a tribute to Bud 
Neill, Usurper will play inside a skip on the same road as the Lobey Dosser statue on 
Woodlands Road. The skip will be full of copies of Bud Neill strips which will encroach 
on our playing and become instruments. Speakers can be situated on the pavement 
outside the skip or not. We will have amplification inside the skip also. 

"Other 'personal space' performances will include Nackt Insecten creating a 
piece for headphones to be played on the Glasgow underground, and Kylie Minoise 
doing 30 individual, five-minute performances for one person at a time in one of the 
dressing rooms at the festival. Lee spends his most intense personal time psyching 
himself up for performances in dressing rooms, so wants to let people see that, record 
it live to casette, and give each person a limited edition (of one) tape as they leave." 

Brave new music festival returns to Scotland, with 'group energy' 
project Energy Birth Forms (featuring Incapacitants, Alan Silva, David 
Keenan and Donald Dietrick of Borbetomagus), auto-destructive art 
show Self Cancellation, and performances from MV&EE And The 
Golden Road, Richard Youngs and more, www.arika.org.uk 
GlasgowThe Arches (February 1 5-1 7) 



field day 

Plan B is official partner for this Londoi 
all-dayer, back for a second year and 
hopefully this time without all those 
queuing mishaps. Check for lineup 
detailsatwww.fielddayfestivals.com 
London Victoria Park (August 9) 



all tomorrow's parties: curated 
by explosions in the sky 

Explosions In The Sky curate a three-day bill 
starring Broken Social Scene, Iron AndWine, 
Dinosaur Jr,Adem, Polvo,Animal Collective, 
Eluvium, Ola Podrida, Lazarus, The Paper 
Chase, Four Tet, Western Keys, Silver Jews, 
Jens Lekman, Mono, Tony Teardrop, The Drift, 
A HawkAnd A Hacksaw, Ghostface Killah and 
...AndYouWillKnowUsByTheTrailOfDead. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Centre (May 
16-18) 

american music club 

A rare UK tour from Mark Eitzel's reunited 
sadcore merchants. 

Bristol Thekla (February 3), Leeds Irish 
Centre (5), Manchester Academy 3 (6), 
Newcastle The Cluny (7), Glasgow Oran 
Mor (8), Nottingham Rescue Rooms (9), 
Birmingham Glee Club (10), Brighton 
Concorde 2 (12), London Dingwalls 
(13), Norwich Arts Centre (20) 

atp vs pitchfork 

All Tomorrow's Parties returns to Camber 
Sands with a bill picked by "influential 
webzine" Pitchfork. Ween, Sebadoh, Man 
Man, Dirty Projectors, Pissed Jeans, Caribou, 
Fuck Buttons, Glass Candy, Los Campesinos!, 
Marissa Nadler, Jens Lekman and Of 
Montreal, www.atpfestival.com 
Camber Sands Pontins (May 9-11) 

autechre 

Grand old men of IDM return with their 
ninth album, Quaristice. 
ManchesterTBC (February 29), 
Glasgow Art School (March 1), 
Newcastle Digital (2), Birmingham 
Med Bar (3), London TBC (4) 

band of horses 

Sub Pop's new recruits tour their second 
album, Cease To Begin. 
Dublin Button Factory (February 20), 
Glasgow ABC (21), Birmingham Academy 
2 (23), Manchester Academy 3 (24), 
Bristol Thekla (25), London Koko (26) 

bangf ace weekender 

Three days of neo-rave armageddon 
featuring Squarepusher, Dopplereffekt, 
Altern-8, Kid 606, Bong-Ra, Venetian Snares, 
DJ Scotch Egg, Mala, Shitmat and more. 
Camber Sands Holiday Park (April 
25-27) 

benicassim 

Only three acts booked so far - My Bloody 
Valentine, The Rumble Strips, and 
Babyshambles - but expect this bill to 
grow and grow, www.fiberfib.com 
Festival Internacional de Benicassim , 
Valencia (July 17-20) 

janebirkin 

The former model, Blow Up actress, and 
erstwhile wife of Gainsbourg returns to 
London to reinvent the songs of old Serge. 
London Roundhouse (March 1) 



earth 

Plan B are proud to sponsor the return 
of Dylan Carlson's mighty drone project 
Earth to UK shores, in support of The 
Bee Made Honey In The Lion 's Skull, 
out February on Southern Lord. Support 
at all shows from Sir Richard Bishop. 
Brighton Barfly (February 5), 
Bristol Cooler (6), Manchester 
Zion Arts Theatre (7), Newcastle 
Northumbria Uni Stage 2 (8), 
Glasgow Stereo (9), Birmingham 
Medicine Bar (11), London 
Dingwalls (12) 



frank black 

Formerly venerated Pixies man tours his new 
release Bluefinger- his first recorded under 
the name Black Francis. 
GlasgowThe Garage (February 10), 
Manchester Academy 2 (1 2), London 
Koko (13) 

black lips 

Garage rock throwbacks return to the UK to 
pull Stooge-like onstage antics -that's as 
much Three Stooges as the Asheton brothers 
- and kick out surf riffs at speed. 
Cardiff The Point (May 1), Swansea 
Club NME (2), Dublin Crawdaddy (3), 
Glasgow Barrowlands 2 (4), Sheffield 
The Plug (6), Leeds The Brudenell 
Social Club (7), Birmingham Club NME 
(8), Cambridge The Junction (11), 
Oxford The Zodiac (1 2), Bristol Thekla 
(13), London 100 Club (14) 

billy bragg 

Billyr introduces Mr Love And Justice. 
London Roundhouse (March 3), Bristol 
Colston Hall (April 24), Birmingham 
Town Hall (25), Glasgow ABC (27), 
Gateshead The Sage (29), Sheffield 
City Hall (30), Liverpool Philharmonic 
(May 2), Reading Hexagon (3) 

cazals 

Angular punks on Kitsune take it to the streets. 
Glasgow Barfly (February 1 2), 
Liverpool Barfly (13), Birmingham 
Barfly (1 4), Cardiff Fibbers (1 5), 
York Fibbers (1 5), York Fibbers 
(1 6), Brighton Barfly (1 8), London 
Barfly (19) 

celebration 

Kinetic energy and tribal rhythms as 4AD's 
Celebration tour their new album The 
Modern Tribe. 
London ICA (March 4) 

chemical brothers 

Venerable big beat duo play their biggest 
ever London headline show. 
London Olympia (August 30) 

dark 

IDM will never die! Chris Clark keeps it 
abstract with new album Turning Dragon. 
GlasgowThe Art School (February 8), 
London Corsica Studios (1 5), 
Manchester Paradise Factory (1 6) 

clinic 

The doctors will see you now. 

Bristol Thekla (April 8), London 229 (9), 

Brighton Audio (10), Leeds Brudenell 

Social Club (11), Manchester Academy 

3(12) 
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shirley col I ins' folk roots, 
new routes 

A five-day series of performances and talks in 
the Queen Elizabeth Hall and Purcell Room 
programmed by the renowned and much- 
loved folksinger Shirley Collins. 
London Southbank Centre (March 25-30) 

connect music 2008 

Acclaimed Scottish festival, back for a second 
year.www.connectmusicfestival.com 
Argyll Inveraray Castle (August 29-31) 

cursed 

Ontario hardcore bruisers tour new album ///. 
Brighton Engine Room (April 25), 
Newport le Pub (26), Newcastle 
Cooperage (27), Leeds Brudenell 
Social Club (29), Birmingham Factory 
Club (April 30), London Underworld 
(May1) 

dead meadow 

Washington DCs shoegaze stoner mainstays 
tour new album Old Growth. 
London Scala (March 2), Glasgow 
King Tuts (3), Newcastle The Cluny (4), 
Manchester Night And Day (5), York 
Fibbers (6), Cardiff Clwb Ifor Bach (7). 

eels 

Mark 'E' Everett tours his downbeat indie- 
rock, as collected on Meet The Eels. 
Birmingham Town Hall (February 26), 
Manchester Bridgewater Hall (27), 
Sage Gateshead (March 1), Brighton 
Dome (2) 

electric 6 

Dick Valentine has some tour dates to put 
in you. 

London Islington Academy (February 
1 9), Liverpool Academy (20), 
Newcastle Academy 2 (21), Oxford 
Academy (24), Bristol Academy (25), 
Birmingham Academy 2 (27) 

enon 

Following the release of the new album Grass 
Geysers And Carbon Clouds on Touch And 
Go, Enon announce a UK tour in February. 
Edinburgh Cabaret Voltaire (February 
5), Glasgow The New Stereo (6), Leeds 
Faversham (7), Norwich Arts Centre (8), 
Oxford The Cellar (9) 

ether 

The Southbank Centre's festival returns in 
2008 with a mix of experimental new work, 
rare appearances by returning heroes and 
suitably strange collaborations. Predicted 
highlights include Krautrock outfit Harmonia, 
Goldfrapp and an evening of collabroation 
featuring Current 93, Baby Dee, Marc 
Almond and OM. 
London Southbank Centre (April 1 8-28) 

explosions in the sky 

Emotive post-Mogwai shoescape 
soundgazing courtesy of those four stand- 
up guys from Austin, Texas. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Centre (May 
16-18) 

diamanda galas 

Gothic queen unfurls her new album Guilty 
Guilty Guilty Expect icy themes, haunted love 
songs and a three-and-a-half octave range. 
London Queen Elizabeth Hall (March 
18 and 20) 



end of the road 

Plan B is a-quiver with excitement 
as we return to the leafy copses and 
verdant meadows of Wiltshire for the 
third instalment of the UK's "best new 
festival", as judged by the UK Festival 
Awards 2006 (who presumably know 
something about this sort of thing). 
www.endoftheroadfestival.com 
LarmerTree Gardens, Wiltshire 
(September 12-14) 



gallows 

Tattooed true punk standard bearers return 
to the fray with support from jelly-bellied 
Canadian punks Fucked Up, California's Set 
Your Goals and nu-skool thrashers SSS. 
Norwich UEA (February 1 5), 
Birmingham Academy (1 6), Cardiff 
University (1 8), Birmingham Rock 
City (19), Manchester Academy 
(21), Glasgow ABC (23), Leeds Met 
University (24), Exeter Lemon Grove 
(26), Portsmouth Pyramid (27), London 
Astoria (29) 

girls aloud 

Every self-respecting Poptimist's automaton- 
like girlbot fantasy hit the arenas. 
Glasgow SECC (May 7), Bournemouth 
International Centre (1 1 ), Brighton 
Centre (1 3), London 02 Arena (1 7), 
Cardiff International Arena (18), 
Nottingham Arena (20), Sheffield Arena 
(21), Birmingham NIA(23), Newcastle 
Metro Radio Arena (25),Aberdeen ECC 
(27), Liverpool Arena (30), Manchester 
Evening News Arena (31) 

the go! team 

High-kicking neon cheerleaders embark on 
the UK leg of their world tour. 
Bristol Carling Academy (February 
23), Southampton University (24), 
Cambridge Junction (25), Stirling 
Fubar (28), Inverness Ironworks (29), 
Aberdeen Moshulu (March 1), Dundee 
Fat Sams Live (2), Oxford Carling 
Academy (4), Leeds Met University (5), 
Sheffield Plug (6), Nottingham Trent 
University (7) 

gogol bordello 

Huh! Huh! Huh! Eugene Hutz' never-ending 
world tour jigs through your neighbourhood 
once more. 

Newcastle Academy (March 28), Leeds 
Meet (29), Manchester Academy (30), 
Bristol Academy (April 1), London 
Brixton Academy (2), Birmingham 
Academy (22), Oxford Academy (23). 

green man 

Wales' indie/folk/electronica/whatever 
festival returns to the hills of mid Wales. 
www.thegreenmanfestival.co.uk 
Glanusk Park, Brecon Beacons, Wales 
(August 15-1 7) 

hadouken! 

Leeds-born, London-based grindie kids 
misbehave with Nintendo sounds, guitars 
and samplers at this one-off London show. 
"They're Bis, they're Oxide And Neutrino, 
they're Dizzee Rascal's rot a I bum, they're 
Prodigy's 'Charley' and Puretone's 'Addicted 
To Bass'," enthused David McNamee in Plan 
£#28. 
London Koko (February 1 8) 



tour stories: 

sons and daughters 

Words: Nat Davies 



What method of transport do you 
favour on tour? 

Adele Bethel (voice, guitar): "At the 
moment we're in a little splitter van, but 
we've prayed to the gods for a proper 
tour bus for this year. We sort of realised 
that we could tour a lot in a van, or tour 
a few times in a nice bus, so we decided 
to be hardcore and do it the hard way." 

Where is the strangest place 
you played on this tour? 

"Southend-on-Sea was a little grim 
and a little odd and there was a sense of 
tragedy about the place, but they don't 
really get any bands out there so they 
really got into it." 

The first thing you do when 
you arrive in a new city? 

"We usually find out where the 
record shops and vintage clothes shops 
are. Our manager makes us a wee plan 
which includes a list of places to go and 
a bit of history." 

What do you do to stave off 
boredom when you're waiting 
around between shows? 

"We always say we're going to 
watch a film in the cinema on our days 
off, but we never do because inevitably 
no one wants to do anything except lie 
in bed. I really wanted to see the new 
Joy Division film but it kept disappearing 
from every city we visited - it was really, 
really frustrating." 

What else do you miss about 
home when you're on tour? 

"The thing that you miss the most 
is just being in one place at one time, 
having your regular friends around 
you and familiar surroundings. I mean, 
it's not too tough for me because my 
boyfriend is in the band." 

What song gets the best 
reaction when you play it live? 

"We didn't know what to expect and 
we were surprised to find that a lot of the 
lallvwell, 



especially 'Gilt Complex'. Although 
people didn't know the words, a lot 
of the sonqs on the record have an 



called 'Rebels Ghost' that people really 
like because it starts with a 'na na na na 
na'so people would sing along to that, 
almost like they were pretending to 
know them [laughs]." 

Have you had any strange 
crowd responses at a gig? 

"Someone stripped in Bristol. We 
felt so honoured thinking we had created 
such passion that this man felt the 
need to undress and be naked - but no, 
apparently he's pretty well known for 
doing it for everyone." 

What's your ritual for getting 
ready before a show? 

"We usually kick the guys out of the 
dressing room to get changed .We're 
quite into co-ordinating our outfits, so 
we'll compare notes on what we're 
going to wear and then crack open 
a bottle of wine and play some records. 
I'm not vain but it does take about an 
hour and a half." 

Has anybody ever been injured 
on tour? 

"It was New Year's Eve in Glasgow 
a few years ago and I was obviously 
wearing some pair of ridiculous shoes. 
I tripped over a cable and fell right 
into the drum kit. I carried on with the 
show and I could see all of my friends 
looking at me in horror as blood started 
seeping through my dress. I had to 
sleep on my front for about two weeks 
after that." 

Introducing their new album 
This Gift, Scotland's most 
glamorous greasers bring their 
retro pop back into our lives. 
Sheffield Leadmill (February 7), 
Leeds Cockpit (8), Manchester 
Academy (9), Portsmouth 
Wedgewood Rooms (11), London 
ULU (12), Bristol Thekla (13), 
Glasgow ABC (1 5), Edinburgh Queens 
Hall (16), Dublin Whelans (17), 
London Koko (26) 



richard hawley 

Lugubrious Sheffield crooner plays a string of 
dates in support of Lady's Bridge. 
Leicester De Montford Hall (February 
11), London Astoria (1 2), Galway 
Roisin Dubh (1 4), Dublin Vicar Street 
(15), Belfast Mandela Hall (16), York 
Opera House (18) 



kristin hersh 

Founder of much-loved American indie 
rock bandThrowing Muses reads from her 
forthcoming memoir Paradoxical Undressing 
accompanied by music and film. 
Glasgow St Andrew's In The Square 
(March 25), London Queen Elizabeth 
Hall (26) 
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now booking: 
maximum black 
festival 

Words: Nat Davies 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

So f Owen Pallett, what have you 
been up to recently? 

"I'm playing a few shows with 
Patrick Wolf at Shepherd's Bush but the 
main reason why I'm here is to work 
with Alex Turner from Arctic Monkeys 
on his solo project" 

What was that like? 

" It was almost like stepping into 
another world because none of the 
other musicians I've worked with are 
as professional as he is. In the time we 
took to record the strings he had written 
five more songs." 

Do you prefer collaborations to 
working on your own? 

"Well, it's easier work in a sense 
- there's a lot of variety to it, whereas 
if I'm working on Final Fantasy stuff 
it's just me sitting in my room with a 
violin trying to think of things to write 
songs about. 

" I guess the reason I've been doing 
so many collaborations is because 
I've been away from home for so long 
I haven't had time to write very much 
new material and so it's my way of 
compensating - I've been a member 
of around six different bands that have 
a record deal with Rough Trade! " 

So what's the story behind the 
Maximum Black Festival? How did 
you get the Vienna Public Utilities 
Company to pay for it? 

"The story is interestingly banal. 
The Vienna Public Utilities Company 
asked me to write a song for them, but 
then I started looking into the company 
it sounded kind of shady so I said 'forget 
it'. But they took a song anyway ['The 
Dream Of Win And Regine'] and changed 



the violin solo and the part where I say 
'We could get along'. So when I did the 
next show in Vienna I played the version 
used in the commercial and a guy who 
had worked on it was in the audience 
and came up afterwards and apologised. 
We didn't pressure them with any kind 
of litigation but they wanted to work 
out some sort of a deal." 

So you didn't mind that your 
song was used for advertising 
a company? 

" It's not because I'm a corporate 
anarchist or anything like that, I mean 
I've written songs for commercials 
before. But I feel that when you make 
a record you enter into a contract with 
the person buying the record whereas 
if your songs are associated with 
a brand it is much harder for people 
to form strong emotional relationships 
with them." 

So what are you planning for 
your set at Maximum Black? 

"I've got a lot of new material - 
although I'll probably play old stuff. 
I was talking to my friend about all The 
Fall shows he's been to and he said Mark 
E Smith never plays stuff off the most 
recent record. I don't think people go to 
see bands live to fall in love with new 
songs - they come to hear the songs 
they fell in love with at home." 

Curated by Owen Pallett, 
ex-Hidden Cameras, sometime 
violinist and arranger for Arcade 
Fire and musical visionary in his 
own right, the Maximum Black 
Festival brings together a 
handful of oddball bands with 
the sponsorship of the Vienna 
Public Utilities Company. Dirty 
Projectors, Six Organs Of 
Admittance and Frog Eyes join 
Pallett's Final Fantasy. 
London Forum (February 29) 



hayseed dixie 

Corn-chewing bumpkins steer a combine 
harvester through the back catalogues of 
AC/DC, Kiss and so on. 
Belfast Empire (February 27), Derry 
Nerve Centre (28), Cambridge Junction 
(March 4), Norwich Waterfront (5), 
Birmingham Academy 2 (6), 
Northampton Roadmenders (7), 
Nottingham Rock City (8), Manchester 
Academy (9), Leeds Rio (10), Worcester 
Huntingdon Hall (1 2), Oxford Zodiac 
Rooms (13), Falmouth Pavilion (14), 



Exeter Phoenix (1 6), Stroud 
Subscription Rooms (1 7), Cardiff The 
Point (19), Inverness The Ironworks 
(2 1 ), Wick The Waterfront (22), Orkney 
Fusion (23), Aberdeen The Lemon Tree 
(25), Banchory The Woodend Barn (26), 
Dundee Fat Sams (27), Edinburgh 
Liquid Rooms (28), Glasgow ABC (29), 
Newcastle Academy 2 (31) 

hot chip 

Roland SH-1 01 , Micro Kong, Casiotone 
MT-70, MPC drum machine and a little dude 



supersonic 

Plan B is proud to sponsor Capsule's 

annual metal/noise/folk gathering. 

www.capsule.org.uk 

Birmingham Custard Factory (July 

18-19) 



with big glasses who thinks he's Stevie 
Wonder. Big-hearted UK electro-pop sorts 
tour their fine new album Made In The Dark. 
Leicester University (February 1 4), 
Leeds University (1 5), Manchester 
Academy (1 6), Portsmouth Pyramid 
Centre (1 8), Oxford Academy (1 9), 
Norwich UAE (20), Wolverhampton 
Wulfrun (22), Preston 53 Degrees 
(23), Bristol Academy (24), Glasgow 
ABC (26), Newcastle University (27), 
Brighton Corn Exchange (28), London 
Brixton Academy (29) 

jenny hoyston 

Erase Errata angle-grinder turned solo 
musician/artist/DJ/creative-force-without- 
portfolio tours her solo album Isle Of, out 
now on Southern. 

Nottingham Maze (February 1 5), 
Oxford TBA (1 6), Leeds Brudenell 
Social Club (1 7), London Gramaphone 
(18) 

i was a cub scout 

Synth-drenched indie kids tour new album 
/ Want You To Know There Is Always Hope. 
Nottingham Rock City (February 5), 
Sheffield Corporation (6), York Fibbers 
(7), Carlisle Brickyard (8), Glasgow 
KingTut's (9), Edinburgh Cabaret 
Voltaire (1 0), Liverpool Barfly (1 2), 
Newcastle Academy 2 (13), Hartlepool 
Studio (14), Manchester Roadhouse 
(1 5), Leeds Cockpit (1 6), Trowbridge 
Terry's (1 7), Cardiff Barfly (1 8), Exeter 
Cavern (1 9), Bristol Croft (20), Brighton 
Freebutt (21), Bedford Esquires (22), 
Southampton Joiners (23), Leicester 
Charlotte (24), Southend Chinnerys (25), 
Wolverhampton Little Civic (26), London 
Underworld (27), Cambridge Barfly (28) 

the jesus and mary chain 

The Reid brothers continue down the comeback 
trail. " Few bands manage to make songs 
about death and disease so uplifting, and 
conversely, words like 'honey' and 'candy' so 
positively filthy. This is the music we fell in 
love to, and it still sends shivers down our 
spines" - Pil and Galia Kollectiv, Plan ##26 
London Roundhouse (March 11-12) 

linton kwesi Johnson 

Our 'Revalueshanary Fren' brings his dub 
poetry to a live audience at this one-off show. 
London Barbican (March 9) 

late of the pier 

Erol Alkan-approved youngsters: imagine 
Bohemian Rhapsody performed by the 
bastard sons of Gary Numan and Frank Zappa. 
Exeter Cavern (February 4), Oxford 
Carling Academy (6), Reading Fez (7), 
Tunbridge Wells Forum (9), Brighton 
Concorde 2(10), Bedford Esquires (11), 
London Astoria (14), Leeds Cockpit 
(1 5), Birmingham Bar Academy (1 6), 
Manchester Club Academy (1 7), 
Newcastle Carling Academy 2 (1 9), 
Glasgow King Tuts (20), Edinburgh 
Cabaret Voltaire (21), Liverpool Revo 



vialka 

Two-piece turbofolk minstrel troupe 
self-described as, "A social scientific 
experiment, attempting to meet and 
work with extraordinary musicians 
and artists from everywhere and 
nowhere -with particular interest in 
polluted dictatorships, bleak colonies, 
and monarchic democracies" . Check 
out Plan £'s London show, with support 
from Safetyword and Shir 
And And Canal. 
Glasgow 13th Note (February 14), 
Aberdeen The Tunnels (1 5), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (16), 
Manchester Bowling Green (1 7), 
Nottingham Chameleon Gallery 
(1 8) Cheltenham Slak Bar (1 9), 
London Corsica Studios (20), 
Bristol The Croft (22) 



(22), Sheffield Plug (26), Northampton 
Soundhaus (27), London ULU (28) 

latitude 

Well spray-paint a sheep, if it isn't the 
third annual Latitude festival. 
www.latitudefestival.co.uk 
Suffolk Henham Park (July 1 7-20) 

le weekend 

Ten years young, Stirling's annual 
experimental fest returns (this year 
sponsored by Plan B). The Pastels, Taken By 
Trees, Annette Peacock, the National Jazz 
Trio Of Scotland (featuring Bill Wells, Aby 
Vulliamy and Lorna Gilfedder), Evan Parker, 
MarkWastell, Max Eastley and Graham 
Halliwell, Beatbeatnicks, and a new 
commission taking place in the Church 
Of Holy Rude, featuring organ and two 
percussionists.www.leweekendfestival.com 
Stirling Toolbooth (May 23-25) 

loscampesinos! 

So twee went and got a sense of humour. 
Los Camp! hit the road in support of debut 
album Hold On Now, Youngster. . . out this 
month on Wichita. 

Birmingham Academy 2 (February 
13), Northumbria Uni Stage 2 (16), 
Manchester Club Academy (18), 
Bedford Esquires (22) 

laura marling 

The latest teeny nouveau-folk singer begins 
her first mini tour after a successful stint 
supporting JamieT Expect Beth Orton style 
tempered vocals throwing out colloquial 
laments to ex-boyfriends, big city isolation 
and dropping your chips. 
Glasgow Oran Mor (March 4), 
Birmingham Glee Club (5), London 
Union Chapel (6), Bristol Trinity Arts 
Centre (7), Manchester Academy 2 (8) 

megadeth 

Eighties metal vanguard persist with the hard 
rock, laboured puns about war and killing. 
Norwich UEA (February 1 7), Nottingham 
Rock City (1 8), Glasgow Academy (1 9), 
Newcastle Academy (20), Birmingham 
Academy (22), Manchester Academy 
(23), Brixton Academy (24) 

meltdown festival 

Who'll fill the seat previously warmed by 
Elvis Costello, Robert Wyatt, Nick Cave, Patti 
Smith, David Bowie, Morrissey, and last 
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year's curator Jarvis Cocker? Lips are still 

sealed but here's the dates. 

London Southbank Centre (June 14-28) 

my bloody valentine 

They said it would never happen, but here it 
is: Kevin Shields' feedback explorers glide 
back into your life. 

London Roundhouse (June 20-23), 
Manchester Apollo (28-29), Glasgow 
Barrowland (July 2-3) 

mv & ee with the golden road 

Matt 'MV Valentine and Erika 'EE' Elder 
bring their own brand of weirdo-cosmic blues 
with a little help from The Golden Road studio 
band, featuring J Mascis (Dinosaur Jr) and 
John Moloney (Sunburned Hand Of The Man). 
Cambridge Portland Arms (February 4), 
Brighton Prince Albert (5), London 
Luminere (6), Manchester Islington Mill 
(7), Newcastle Northumbria University 
(8), Lincoln Bar Fusion (9), Sheffield The 
Abbeydale Cinema (10), Falmouth Miss 
Peapods (1 1 ), Bristol The Croft (1 3), 
Colchester Arts Centre (14), Norwich Arts 
Centre (1 5), Glasgow Instal Festival (1 7) 

mystery jets 

Eel Pie Island's prog hopefuls debut songs 
from their forthcoming album. 
London Astoria (February 23), London 
Electrowerkz (29) 

nada surf 

Literate guitar rockers return with new City 

Slang album Lucky. 

Manchester Club Academy (February 22) 

kate nash 

She could have been antifolk (UK), but she 
got really famous instead. 
Nottingham Rock City (March 2), 
Preston Guildhall (5), Lincoln Engine 
(8), Portsmouth Guildhall (9), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (1 0) 

gary numan 

Gary's 50 years old and for his birthday he 
gets to take Replicas outonlhe road. Happy 
birthday, Gary! 

Bristol Academy (February 29), 
Sheffield Corporation (March 1), 
Glasgow ABC (2), Belfast Spring And 
Airbrake (3), Dublin Tripod (4), 
Nottingham Rock City (5), Newcastle 
Academy (7), Manchester Academy 
(8), Norwich UEA (9), Wolverhampton 
Wulf ren Hall (1 0), Cambridge The 
Junction (1 1 ), Brighton The Dome (1 2), 
Oxford Academy (1 3), Southampton 
University (1 4), London indig02 (1 5) 

okkervil river 

Texan indie-rockers mix woodcutter brawn 
with fluttering, fragile sentiments. 
London Scala (February 5) 

the only ones 

The spotlight falls back on Peter Perrett's punk 
survivors thanks to the exhumation skills of 
some benevolent advertising director. 
Brighton Concorde 2 (March 22), 
London KOKO (28) 

pentangle 

Exactly 40 years to the day since they recorded 
their live double album Sweet Child, a reunited 
Pentangle - comprising the full original line- 
up of Bert Jansch, John Renbourne, Jacqui 



McShee, Danny Thompson and Terry Cox 
- return to the Royal Festival Hall. 
London Royal Festival Hall (June 29) 

primavera festival 

Barcelona's three-day festival returns in 2008. 
Acts confirmed so far include Mission of 
Burma, Okkervil River, Eric's Trip, Model 500, 
Scout Niblett, Clipse, Shipping News, Holly 
Golightly &The Brokeoffs, The Felice Brothers 
and Man Man 
Pare Del Forum, Barcelona (May 29-31) 

queens of the stone age 

Limber up for Prince Homme's dance 

school. Support from Brighton sorts, Eighties 

Matchbox B-Line Disaster. 

Leeds University Refectory (February 

10) 

radiophonia 

Celebrating the 50th Anniversary of the BBC 
RadiophonicWorkshop, the inhouse sound 
team that played a key part in the evolution 
of electronic music and launched the careers 
of Delia Derbyshire, Daphne Oram and more. 
www.thesagegateshead.org 
Gateshead The Sage (March 1) 

roadburn 

Dutch festival returns with a bill to die (or 
kill) for. Celtic Frost, Boris, Jesujia Carrera, 
Neurosis' Scott Kelly, Electric Wizard, Acid 
Mothers Guru, Cult Of Lunajhe Heads, 
Nadja, Isis, Grand Magus, Witchcraft, 
Capricorns, Taint, and a special day-long 
affiliated event curated by Current 93's dark 
patriarch David Tibet, featuring Om and 
Current 93. www.roadburn.com 
Tilberg 013 (April 17-20) 

robyn 

DIY-honed Scandinavian pop queen turned 
Top 1 hitmaker Robyn Carlsson returns to 
the UK for her biggest show to date. 
London Koko (February 28) 

jack rose/hush arbors 

Fahey-esque folk picking from Rose and 
his folk-drone compadre Hush Arbors. 
Birmingham Hare And Hounds 
February 9) 

sebadoh 

Lou Barlow, Eric Gaffney and Jason 
Lowenstein brush the cobwebs off 
everyone's second favourite Sebadoh album, 
Bubble And Scrape. But not the guitar fuzz 
and tape hiss - no, that never leaves. 
London Koko (May 7) 

shlomo and dj yoda 

Legendary Disc Jedi bends his audio-visual 

trickery to the human beatboxing of 

Southbank's artist-in-residence, Shlomo as 

part of the Music Through Unconventional 

Means series. 

London Queen Elizabeth Hall (February 

22) 

smashing pumpkins 

Billy captures the Zeitgeist. 
Nottingham Arena (February 14), 
Manchester Arena (1 5), London 02 (1 6) 

sugababes 

Replacable pop scowlers have more hits than 
you could ever remember. 
Brentwood Lesiure Centre (March 1 2- 
13), Brighton Dome (14), Plymouth 



now booking: 
the breeders 

Kim Deal and friends 
return with their first 
album insixyears, 
Mountain Battles. 
Dublin Vicar Street (April 
7), Glasgow ABC (8), Leeds 
Metropolitan University 
(9), Nottingham Trent 
University (10), Sheffield 
Leadmill(12), 
Birmingham Academy 2 
(13), Manchester 
Academy 2 (14), 
London Koko (16) 



Pavilion (16), Oxford New Theatre (17), 
Southend Cliffs Pavilion (18), London 
Royal Albert Hall (20), Derby Assembly 
Rooms (21), Portsmouth Guildhall (22), 
Carlisle Sands Centre (24), Newcastle 
City Hall (25), Wolves Civic (28), 
Blackburn King Georges Hall (29), 
Bradford St Georges Hall (31), 
Manchester Apollo (April 1-2), Grimsby 
Auditorium (4), Bristol Colston Hall (5), 
Sheffield City Hall (7), Cambridge Corn 
Exchange (8), Leicester De Montford 
Hall (9), Harrogate Centre (11) 

swn 2008 

Radio 1 DJ Huw Stephens' new music festival 
returns to Cardiff for its second year. Held 
across 1 6 venues ranging from poky little 
coffee shops to the 500-capacity noisebox 
Clwb Ifor Bach, Swn 2008 promises the same 
mix of new blood, old hands and wild cards. 
Cardiff (September 7-9) 

the sword 

Texan metal dawgs do that righteous Melvins/ 
Sleep thing, except wearing tighter jeans. 
Support comes from their Kemado 
tourmates, Oakland's Saviours. 
Nottingham Rock City (March 25), 
Oxford Academy (26), Birmingham 
Academy (27), Manchester Academy 
(28), Glasgow King Tuts (29), Stoke 
Sugar Mill (30), Newport TJ's (April 1), 
Portsmouth Wedgewood Rooms (2), 
London Underworld (3), Colchester 
Arts Centre (4) 

tegan and sara 

Emotive indie rock from a pair of Canadian 
identical twins. 

Brighton Concorde 2 (February 22), 
Manchester Academy 2 (March 1), 
Cardiff The Point (2), London KOKO (5) 

Sebastian tellier 

The theatrical Frenchman brings his emotive, 
electronic poetry to a one-off show as part of 
the Stage Of The Art 2008 Concert Series. 
London ICA (February 21) 

to rococo rot 

White coats on for Berlin's celebrated 
electronic post-rockers, proven in the 
laboratory to be particularly skilful at 
mixing the clinical with the emotional. 
London ICA (February 20), Dublin 
Sugar Club (21), Belfast Errigel (22) 

truck festival 

Last year's bad weather did not kill them - 

it only made them STRONGER! 

Hill Farm, Steventon (July 1 9-20) 




cath and phil tyler, pekko kappi 

Otherworldly UKfolkies tour their new album, 
Dumb Supper, out February on No-Fi. 
Support from the primitive star of Finnish 
folk, Pekko Kappi. 

London Luminaire (February 6), 
Oxford TBC (7), Bristol Cube Cinema 
(8), Nottingham Chameleon (9), 
Manchester TBC (1 0), Sheffield The 
Red Deer (1 1 ), Leeds TBC (1 2), Glasgow 
TBC (1 3), Newcastle The Bridge Hotel 
(February 15) 

underage festival 

Elephant And Castle's kids-only event steps 

out of the gloom for another outdoor all- 

dayer. Over 1 8? You'll be needing your 

fake ID, granddad, www.myspace.com/ 

underage_club 

London Victoria Park (August 8) 

underworld 

Rave veterans return holding aloft new 

album Oblivion With Bells. 

London Roundhouse (February 28-29) 

unkle 

Future sounds from the James Lavelle 
supergroup: bet on a guest appearance from 
Ian Astbury, if you're a betting sort. 
London Brixton Academy (March 1) 

the whitest boy alive 

Erlend 0ye and friends hit the UK with the 

minimalist pop of Burning. 

London Electric Ballroom (February 7) 

kathryn Williams and neill 
maccoll 

Soulful Newcastle folk singer joins forces 
with one of the UK's top session musicians. 
Cardiff St David's Hall (March 1 8), 
Perth Theatre & Concert Hall (24), 
Edinburgh CabaretVoltaire (25), 
GlasgowThe Classic Grand (26), 
London Queen Elizabeth Hall (28), 
Wolverhampton Wulf run Hall (April 
6), Norwich Arts Centre (8), Bristol 
St George's (1 2), Nottingham Rescue 
Rooms (16) 

neil young 

Grizzly old Neil returns for 1 dates to air 
his -gasp! -30th studio album, Chrome 
Dreams II. Joining him are musicians 
including drummer Ralph Molina (of Crazy 
Horse), pedal steel guitarist and dobro 
player Ben Keith and bassist Rick Rosas. 
Edinburgh Playhouse (March 3), 
London Hammersmith Apollo (5-9), 
Manchester Apollo (11-1 2), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (14-15) 
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let's wrestle 



Words: Lauren Strain 

Illustration: Overture 



Hot Chip 

Made In The Dark (EMI) 

Maybe you don't much like Hot Chip anymore. You 
think the singer's got one of those slightly syrupy, 
bleaty voices that meant the mildly understandable 
but ultimately exaggerated love of indie clubs for 
2006's 'Over And Over' sent you to asphyxiation. 
Well, get this: the five of them just expelled 
something that'll make the haterz and indifferents 
(I was one of the latter) crumble. Where last 
album The Warning was a half-submerged dream 
of somnambulic gloop and mixed-signalled 
comedowns, Made In The Dark is an upper, and 
whether you interpret these tracks as bright'n' 
sparkling or strung out, as natural or artificial highs, 
they're certainly more explorative and whole than 
anything from their two prior records. But let's stop 
making fatigued analogies to narcotics, and delve... 

Firstly, the impression of cohesion isn't really 
effected by obvious stuff -the bold, primary- 
coloured instrumentation, or the unexpected 
simplicity of their softer moments. Instead, the 
fullness comes from something kinda inexplicable, 
something felt, in the record's trajectory. It's in the 
way that these are Songs with Capital Letters, with 
innards that tesselate and clip together and snap 



this permanent face-off with a whited-out 
melancholy. Tracks are pocked with the ambience 
of overhead wires, open phonelines and computers 
sent to hibernate. Sometimes, theirs is a world of 
silhouettes jolting across disco-checkered, underlit 
dancef loors; often, it's one where vehicles f latline at 
the suburb's edges, where residential estates give 
way to flatpack buildings and where forklift trucks 
hum unerringly down aisles. 

Thirdly, alongside the new sheen, familiar Hot 
Chip trademarks are still in place: the call-and- 
response patterns, the dozing sputters and the 
overworked beats of a brain tackling a Rubik's 
Cube. 'Ready For The Floor' is impatient for physical 
infinity; voices layer bi-laterally, emerging from each 
other like an articulated flowchart where lines shoot 
from boxes shoot from lines shoot from boxes. You 
think of forearms, shoulders and elbows; of screws, 
nuts and nails; of an army of artist's mannequins all 
cavorting - then, you notice that the next track is 
called 'Bendable, Poseable' and quietly congratulate 
yourself while the music stitches a zomboid riff 
to a gangrenous bassline. And, regardless of this 
record's fresh face and wire-wool scrubs of synth, 
Hot Chip somehow remain a night-time pleasure - 
the fused synapses of 'Touch Too Much' plummet 



These are songs with innards that 
tesselate and clip together and snap 
apart like childhood shapes made of 
operable plastic 




apart like childhood shapes madeof operable 
plastic; the way 'Shake A Fist' suddenly cuts into 
some dude inviting you to spot studio sounds - 
a tumble of rewinds, swerving dials, something 
squawking like a sick gull, something snoring with 
highly unattractive pig-like gulps in the background 
- but then returns to sine waves and falsettos and 
still, somehow, makes sense. 

Secondly, there's heart here. 'We're Looking 
For A Lot Of Love' is all damaged circuits and 
pale organs, and the album derives its title from 
a ballad with one piano and one muted electric 
guitar, its strings set to their most nocturnal. The 
aforementioned 'Shake A Fist' pits insulin-overdose 
drums against some pretty heavy lyrics: "You said 
if I tried this/ I'd be teleported/But when I first tried 
this/Your body contorted/And if this is heaven/ 
I might have to tell you/I'm gonna get help, just/ 
A quick onceover" describes atrip both nightmarish 
and chilled, while the deflated, wet re-revving in 
the background sounds like the buzz and shove 
of congealing blood pools. Voices split and schiz 
inside your head's pressurised hot tub as a steady 
beat pushes like an adrenaline-nuked heartbeat; 
the ceilings blur, and you recognise that Hot Chip's 
thumping, robotic-erotic side seems always to be in 



like a lift down its shaft, while 'Hold On' inverts and 
faces inwards, its movements growing tinier. 

Reservations? It's overlong, and can be lyrically 
questionable ("I'm only going to heaven/If it tastes 
like caramel") - but then, it's hardly about the 
words: vocals are vital, but in a way more textural 
than textual. Made In The Dark puckers with square- 
cut smiles, vanishing blocks of light and telephones 
programmed to speed-dial. An interactive 
playground, it's ripe for remixing, and gargantuan 
in its own right. 
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bedroom dancing 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Illustration: Emily Twomey 



There are people like us, endlessly delighted with 
the promise of Technicolor rainbows over suburbia 



Helen Love 

It's My Club And I'll Play What I Want To (Elefant) 
LosCampesinos! 

Hold On Now, Youngster... (Wichita) 

Back in the day, before Britpop and The Strokes 
resuscitated guitar music, the idea of celebrating 
punk pop through clubby synth music gave hope 
to those who did not want to let go of the identity 
that records with lyrics and bands with faces had 
provided. When Bis first appeared on the teen 
scene, what they were doing seemed genuinely 
new, a colour burst update on the DIY ethos of the 
preceding decades. 

Helen Love, who both preceded and outlived 
the Glaswegian kandy kids, never made it to 
the charts in the same way, but unlike Bis they 
were never really interested in growing up and 
developing musically. It's My Club And I'll Play 
What I Want To is as defiant as its title suggests 
and sounds almost exactly the same as their 
previous releases: it uses the same artwork, the 
same Ramones references and persists in the 



unholy union of punk and disco - a paradoxical 
marriage of twee indie and happy hardcore. 

Any notion of Nineties postmodern 
knowingness is undercut by this adherence to 
such a rigid formula, so conservative that it borders 
upon radical. Rarely playing live due to stage fright, 
Helen Love were never at risk of becoming one of 
those bands whose follow up albums would turn 
into self-referential moans about the hardships of 
touring. Instead, much like their beloved Ramones, 
they continue to exist in a simplified universe that 
can be itemised and reproduced endlessly. There 
are people like us, whom this can endlessly delight 
and charm with the promise of Technicolor 
rainbows over suburbia. There are people like 
you, who will never get it. But Helen Love, having 
operated as a cult phenomenon under everyone's 
radar but John Peel's [urn, and mine- ET], don't 
need you. It's their club, after all. 

Fellow tweecore Welsh folk LosCampesinos! 
are younger and new and would therefore never 
be characters in a Helen Love song, but they might 



well include the unsung Swansea heroes in one 
of theirs, being the kind of people for whom such 
obscure references are the whole point. Songs 
about being hopeless at dancing become hymns 
to bedroom bouncing, tales of a teenage life spent 
defining oneself through record purchases and ATP 
attendance. Los Campesinos! seem keen to speak 
to the kind of people who communicate through 
band T-shirts and badges, to preach to the 
converted. But the skewed melodies, the witty 
lyrics and the spiky/sweet singing duels of Gareth 
Campesinos! and Aleks Campesinos! have already 
earned them a place alongside past defining indie 
luminaries The Delgados, Yo La Tengo and their 
heroes, Broken Social Scene. 

We can only hope that now that they're out 
there courting new converts with their debut 
album, Los Campesinos! will be able to maintain 
their lo-fi appeal; such is its charm to a democracy 
of initiates, an appeal that makes indie music still 
relevant in 2008, and Helen Love so defining as to 
be timeless. 



Acid Mothers Temple And The 
Melting Paraiso UFO 



Acid Motherly Love (Riot Season) 

There are AMT albums which are weird, there 
are others which are pleasant, and the kind 
which freak out big time. Add Motherly 
Lovedoes all three, and then some.There 
are synth-powered noise workouts aplenty - 
one in particular blessed with the title 'Astro 
Elvis ESP' - but there's also peculiar spoken 
word (from San Franciscan freakster Stoo 
Odom) and hallucinatory skullscraping 
trilogy 'Douchebag' to really drive home 
the point that it's never wise to make 
assumptions about an Acid Mothers album. 

The closing scat opera and overtone 
warbles of 'Johnny Johnny Jerusalem' alone 



is evidence that this could be the album 
which finally proves that the Acid Mothers 
Temple are never coming down. Ever. 
Richard Fontenoy 



American Music Club 



The Golden Age (Cooking Vinyl) 

As soon as that voice hits, it all comes 
flooding back.The tears, the drained beer 
glasses, memories of love unrequited and 
good times turned to bad, all captured in that 
unmistakable, world-weary tone. 

Singer Mark Eitzel has always possessed 
that ability to cut through to your innermost 
insecurities; the ones you shield in public, the 
ones you might be willing to share, in private, 
with The Golden Age. It's a more nostalgic 



listen than its predecessor, Love Songs For 
Patriots, thanks to multi-instrumentalist 
Vudi, who maps out melancholic vistas for 
his tragic clown, the Wise to Eitzel's Eric 
Morecombe. Moments like 'The Sleeping 
Beauty' will even remind you of the first time 
you heard the tender balladry of 'Mercury' 
and were never quite the same again. Ever 
felt like living vicariously through someone 
else's misery? Well, now here's your chance. 
Spencer Grady 



Atlas Sound 



Let The Blind Lead Those Who Can See 
But Cannot Feel (Kranky) 

Formerly the towering, skinny deer caught in 
the strobe lights of Deerhunter's dazzling art- 



rock, here singer Bradford Cox sets out alone 
on his official debut as Atlas Sound (a name 
he's recorded with since he was 1 2). An icy 
tranquillity burns through this bedroom 
ambience like a lambent flame -imagine 
Panda Bear's Person Pitch cut by a male 
Nico from Georgia. Haunting basslines 
echo Massive Attack at their wicked finest, 
fuchsia-coloured feedback drives fantastic 
pop numbers. The level of sonic detail here 
borders on the architectural. It's addictive fun 
listening to Cox try and detach himself from 
the proceedings using an array of splicing 
and dicing, a disembodied voice stitched 
together by a bassline and a static coat of 
good, clean hum. He'll go far, this kid. 
Shane Moritz 
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Their smart, intricate guitar interplay, their hearts 
worn so high on their sleeves 



Pete And The Pirates 

Little Death (Stolen) 

It's rare that music will lift my mood. 

You enter, clutching your head. The need for 
coffee and silence is overwhelming. Colleagues 
chatter excitedly. You don't need that. You don't 
need the radio or TV either. You need something 
to change the mood, something 'up' but not trite, 
something youthful and filled with a quiet but 
overriding self-belief, something that relies on The 
Song but knows that The Sound is as important, 
something like Aretha Franklin circa 1 968 or The 
Bats circa 'Made Up In Blue' or the fourth Ramones 
album. You need Reading five-piece, Pete And The 
Pirates: their smart, intricate and yet restrained 
guitar interplay, their hearts worn so high on their 
sleeves, the voice twisting, cajoling, starry-eyed 
leaning up to the stars and plagued by guilt 
and understanding, the drums a rattle of good 
intentions. You need Pete And The Pirates with 
their collection of refined, riotous, tender pop 
songs, their debut album Little Death. 



If it seems we've been here before, it's because 
these songs - these joyous, tarnished gems - have 
been so much a part of our recent lives, it's difficult 
to imagine a present without them. The churning 
'Come On Feet' with its genial anti-apathy 
message, "Come on feet/Don't mess with me": 
'Knots' with its admonishing start "Get out of 
bed/It's the wrong one", sung as guitars lash and 
lacerate in a maelstrom of seething emotion: 'III 
Love' (which could, honest to God, be a 'Pink Frost' 
for 2008. ..urn, that's The Chills' 'Pink Frost'. ..urn, 
that's The Chills, an awesome, understated New 
Zealand band of the Eighties/Nineties who came 
closer to the post-Sixties guitar vision of 'perfect 
pop' than most anyone); 'Moving', with its slow 
build falsetto and delicate harmonising'; 'Bears', 
which lilts and laments and lollops like any number 
of earnest young things; 'Mr Understanding' 
with its killer eight-note guitar refrain: the 
frantic set-closer 'Bright Lights' and the way it 
degenerates into a wilful, wonderful four-part 
vocal harmony. 



If it seems we've been here before, it's because 
we have. Any lover of old school slipstream guitar 
pop created with a deceptive lightness of touch, 
anyone eschewing the flash of the skinny tie Brit 
guitar bands, anyone who ever loved Dunedin or 
Tangents or early Creation Records or Postcard 
Records, or fierce intelligence or giddy guitars or 
being roused from melancholy slumber, or the 
notion of independence, or watching bands tear 
their souls out in front of five people or the sullen 
rage of early adulthood not tempered by Friday 
night drinks. . .yeah, they'll enjoy this, for sure. 

The fact is: Pete And The Pirates (and lead 
singer Tom Sanders' spin-off group Tap Tap) have 
created the most intoxicating pop music I've heard 
in manyaday-and though there are many similar 
I love (Herman Dune, Mathew Sawyer, The Wave 
Pictures), there are none I love so unequivocally. For 
not one moment does Little Death disappoint. The 
Song and The Sound are sorted (the lyrics are pretty 
damn smart too) and how many bands, operating 
in whatever sphere, can one say that about? 



B For Bang 



Across The Universe Of Language (KML) 

Bunch of rare fun, as a collective of (not so) 
serious avant-garde and contemporary 
classical types (Dimension X, Zu) plus 
occasional famous mate (Daniel Day-Lewis, 
Patti Smith) rewire The Beatles (mainly Sgt 
Pepper's) as a series of Philip Glass style 
piano compositions, vertiginous guitar 
orchestrations and hipster speak. 'Helter 
Skelter' is rightly a seething maelstrom of 
rhythm and cascading arpeggios; 'Happiness 
Is AWarm Gun' isn't a patch (but is similar to) 
The Breeders' take; 'I Want You' is a pizzicato 
exercise in restraint and rapture. And in 
between the deconstructions are original 
compositions, fleshing the solicitude.Think 



of the bit where Dorothy lands in 
Munchkinland, and apply to this music - 
suddenly, The Beatles goTechnicolor! 
Everett True 



Baby Dee 



Safe Inside The Day (Drag City) 

Troubadour, balladeer and sometimes 
Current 93-er, pianist, harpist, accordionist, 
high-rise tricyclist and subterranean treasure; 
Baby Dee's formative performances may 
have been alongside soul-sister Antony in 
New York's more debauched dives, but in 
the free-for-all carnival of 'outsider' kudos 
it makes perfect sense that her most singular 
star should draw such flipside collaborators 
as Ben Chasny and DavidTibet — and, in this 



instance, Bonnie 'Prince' Billy, Matt Sweeney 
and Andrew WK - into its orbit. Such hook- 
ups have seeded a forest of arrangements 
around which to drape these scared, scarred, 
(sac)religious and sardonic memoirs. The 
soused polkas and twilight vaudeville might 
superficially recall Tom Waits or Hal Willner, 
but Dee's delivery remains unique, swooping 
from croon to falsetto, cartoon villain and 
corvine cackle often in the same line. 
James Papademetrie 



Beach House 



Devotion (Bella Union) 

Delicately wheezing away like antiquarian 
clockwork, Beach House's debut album was 
Bella Union dream-pop by the book: short, 



sad and ghostly. The Baltimore duo looked 
to be the kind of band that spends its career 
whittling and refining the same record over 
and over and to hearty commendations, 
Cocteau Twins-style. Actually they've been 
pretty brave with Devotion, chucking away 
most of the treatments and affectations that 
shrouded the first LP in opaque fog, turning 
down the dream and cranking up the pop. It 
kind of pays off: Alice Legrand reveals herself 
to be a decently spooky soul singer, and the 
loss of mystique is fine on the half dozen or 
so songs with decent choruses. The others, 
though, just kind of meander, when you feel 
they'd have easily been salvaged by the fey 
atmospherics of Beach House MK1 . 
Andrzej Lukowski 
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JENSLEKMAN 

NIGHT FALLS OVER KORTEDALA 

CD/LP 




THROW ME THE STATUE 

MOONBEAMS 

CD/2XLP 



INSTRUMENTS OF SCIENCE 
AND TECHNOLOGY 

MUSIC FROM THE FILMS OF R/SMFT 

CD/LP 



tfCRETUr CAMADIAM 



1499 WEST 2ND STREET, BLOOMINGTON, INDIANA 47403 USA WWW.SECRETLYCANADIAN.COM 




Praise for 

The Stage Names 

Okkervil River 



"Will Sheff is a marvelous lyricist, like a gothic Ray Davies. 

His band's easy muscularity and Sheff s way with a melody make 

The Stage Names an addictive listen. * * * *" — The Guardian 

"The best album of 2007." — Harp 

"Sheff s unorthodox, often beautiful songs blend folk 

and country with left-field rock influences such as 

The Cure and The Velvet Undergound. * * * *" — Q 

"Epic fifth album from Will Sheff s ambitious Austin band. 
A stirring, soaring, big-screen affair. * * * * " — Mojo 

"Wildly alive, majestic, by turns brooding and raucous, 

Okkervil River's new album The Stage Names burns with all the 

loneliness and adventure of a never-ending road trip." — The Fly 




ALSO AVAILABLE: BLACK MOUNTAIN "In The Future" CD/2xLP/Limited-edition 2xCD | RICHARD YOUNGS "Autumn Response" CD/LP 
JAGJAGUWAR 1499 West 2nd Street, Bloomington, IN 47403 USA | WWW.JAGJAGUWAR.COM | Distributed in the UK by Vital and in the US by SC Distribution/ADA 
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horrrsing around 

Words: Daniel Spicer 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Fuck Buttons 

Street Horrrsing (ATP/R) 

As anyone paying attention will know, noise, as a genre, 
has been around long enough for a handful of clear sub- 
forms to emerge. Sure, most of the music that falls within 
this nebulous category shares a desire to avoid the obvious, 
choosing texture and sensation over strict form or the 
fascistic tyranny of the riff. But, obviously, there's a world of 
difference between the eviscerating, razorback onslaught of 
Merzbow, the lunkheaded, fist-pumpin' gonzo-goonery of 
Wolf Eyes, the circuit-bent, weirdoid excursions of Black Dice 
and the mystical, psychedelic sound-art of Blood Stereo. 
Now, with this debut from Fuck Buttons - a nice-faced and 
perfectly-haircutted pair of young men from Bristol -we've 
wound up with a wholly unexpected evolution: melodic 
noise with extra teen-appeal. Could this even be mainstream 
crossover noise? For certain, the album's got big-name 
indie credentials. Recorded with help from Mogwai's John 
Cummings and Part Chimp's Tim Cedar, and with finishing 
production touches from Shellac's Bob Weston, it's gunning 
for a big audience. And the thing is, it sounds like it too. 

Make no mistake, it is noise. The bedrock sound of Street 
Horsssing is a deep, rumbling power-throb -the kind that 
induces nosebleeds and/or rushes of pure, ecstatic, bodily 
euphoria at a live show with amps cranked up in a tiny venue. 
It's there throughout pretty much the entire, unbroken 50- 
minute duration of the album. It's the natural nest-bed out of 
which other tendrils of exploration grow and unfurl: gnarled, 
feedback-shriek vocals; echo-reverb screams and yelps; 
juddering, rhythmic shudders of power; and the clickety- 
clack, insectoid rim-shot percussion of Animal Collective 
(which was stolen from Adam And The Ants anyway, 
duh). Accumulation is the key - an obvious but powerful 
technique: a layering of sounds to create a rich, overwhelming 
stew that's greater than the sum of the parts. When it's done 
right, it can really take you places. 

But there's something else going on with Street Horrrsing 
too. Just when you're ready to close all three eyes, let the 
sound disrupt your cellular integrity and melt into a pool of 
discorporate, ever-living bliss -just, that is, when it sounds 
like it's turning into pure, transcendent noise, the Buttons 
give you riffs. Not crunching head-nodders but melodic, 
conventional, three-note keyboard figures that seem like 
they're aiming for grand simplicity but come over like Pink 
Floyd's 'Echoes' without the psych-swoon vocal pay-off, or 
Ultravox's 'Vienna' without the candelabrum and sideburns. 
Where, you ask yourself, have you heard these hooks before? 

The answer, maybe, is the dancef loor. Those who have 
seen a live Fuck Buttons show will tell you it's a party, it's 
a celebration, that's precisely what they're trying to achieve 
through their good-time noise: dance music's mad euphoria 
without the repetitive beats. Maybe live, with the volume 
way up, energy rolling off the stage and the right friends 
around you, this ghost-trance techno can send you over 
the edge into abandon. But this here's a CD review. And 50 
minutes can seem like a very long time when you're sitting 
at home with your headphones on. 



The Boggs 



Forts (Tangled Up!) 

There's a massive gulf between making 
experimental music and just messing about. 
This gulf is filled with broken glass, battery 
acid and the ghosts of dead children. Doing 
his best effort to keep on the right side of 
the terrifying chasm is Jason Friedman. Forts 
is a meta-journey through the process of 
constructing ramshackle pop. All the songs 
seem to be about listening to a hallowed 
number from the canon and recording a lo-fi 
song in return. The hulking rhythm ofThe 
Glitter Band's 'Rock And Roll Part 2' is a 
constant presence, although on 'Arm In Arm' 
it's twisted into a glam-rock take on A Hawk 
And A Hacksaw. The rollicking rhythms of 



Buddy Holly ('Peggy Sue') becomes a joyful 
Magnetic Fields ditty. And on the title track 
The Meters are deftly turned into The Pastels 
by enthusiastic application of pot and pans. 
John Doran 

in the studio: the boggs 

" Most of Fo/Ts was made over a period of 1 8 
months while I was living in Berlin. I began 
recording in my kitchen, fashioning beats 
from toothpicks and avocados thumped 
on a tabletop. I distorted these, making 
them sound as if they were throbbing out of 
a homemade soundsystem, and later added 
them to more polished recordings of guitars 
and vocals. That winter, I was recording live 
drums in the south of Berlin. This studio is 



only part of a larger factory-like compound 
built by a Bauhaus architect for the GDR in 
the Fifties. Hallways haunted by the ghosts 
of Stasi past lead into 40-foot rooms where 
staircases run up to brick walls and secret 
floorboards reveal spiralling gravel paths. 
I walked back and forth from the petrol 
station with terrible German snacks." 
(Jason Friedman) 



Bush Tetras 



Very Very Happy (ROIR) 

What drives musicians to re-record songs 
recorded in the flush of youth? Why don't 
theyjust leave well alone? Bush Tetras - 
originally a charming female-fronted rock 
group from NYC (via Leeds) who messed 



with rhythm and laconic chord changes in 
a similar fashion to contemporaries ESG 
and Delta 5 - have reformed decades after 
they split, redone a bunch of their songs 
(including the jagged, misanthropist 'Too 
Many Creeps'), thrown on a couple of rarities 
('Stare You Down', the vaguely Gothic 'Das 
Ah Riot') and an awful slow, 2006 live 
version of 'Motorhead', and packaged them 
all in a way that screams 'Greatest Hits' even 
though it isn't- more the indie equivalent 
of those countless Roy Orbison reissues. 
Even more annoyingly, there's a video of the 
original 'Too Many Creeps' tacked on to the 
end, which only serves to remind how great 
this band once were. 
Everett True 
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An actor preparing 
for the role, or the 
serial killer himself 
anticipating playing 
his own part? 



all ye unbelievers 

Words: Daniel Barrow 
Illustration: Ryan Peltier 

The Mountain Goats 

Heretic Pride (4AD) 

A strange tale: after signing with 4AD in 2002, 
The Mountain Goats - aka John Darnielle, a prolific 
purveyor of magical realist narratives, coated in 
otherworldly tape hiss - began to literally clean up 
his act, recording with a full band and professional 
studio set-up. The result was his most satisfying 
work yet: the claustrophobic Tallahassee, the 
damaged, heart-breaking We Shall All Be Healed 
(a concept album about his years as a teenage 
meth addict), and The Sunset Tree, an album both 
darker and more defiant in its exploration of his 
abusive childhood. 

You might think that a man so well-exorcised 
would be running on empty, but Heretic Pride 
comes up with riches, by mining a seam of vividly- 
realised fiction. A collection of short stories 
or character studies - think of the snapshot 
constellations of Raymond Carver- with perhaps 
the only thing binding them together being the 
characters' status as freaks, misfits, in some cases 
outcasts from the others' stories (HP Lovecraft, 
Sax Rohmer). 'San Bernadino' sees an unmarried 
couple escaping to a motel with their new son; 
'In The Craters On The Moon' is populated with 
recluses haunted by disasters, awaiting their 
extermination; the title track describes an 
execution-by-angry-mob, the narrator being 
beaten and then set alight to the soundtrack of an 
upbeat, rolling, piano-and-organ-flecked groove. 

It's Darnielle's way with ambiguity, best 
evidenced here, that gives much of these songs 
their magnetic power: the shattering 'Marduk T- 
Shirt Men's Room Incident' sets the discovery of 
a corpse, the narrator comparing her with his ex- 
lover, against skeletal acoustic, delicate strings and 
the cooingsofthe Bright Mountain Choir; it's hard 
to say whether the narrator of 'Michael Myers 
Resplendent' is an actor preparing for the role, 



or the serial killer himself anticipating finally 
playing his own part. It's disappointing that the 
accompanying press release - drawn by Jeffrey 
Lewis - so bluntly pins down the songs' meanings, 
because their suggestions, questions and lacunae 
-tales dead-ending, voices guttering out- are so 
much more powerful. The little details of sound 
and story - how appropriate Darnielle's weak, 
nasal voice sounds in these emotionally strained 
songs; the melancholic religious speculations of 
'Sept 1 5 1 983', about the death of Prince Far I - 
provide the reasons to love these songs. 

If what you want is a lump in your throat, a 
smile on your face, and ideas in your head, there's 
no one better around than The Mountain Goats, 
and Heretic Pride is possibly their best transmission 
yet. A strange tale, but true. 

Daniel Barrow talks to John Darnielle 

Every Mountain Goats album seems more 
lush and complex than the last. Are you 
hoping to attract more fans, or is there some 
other reason? 

" I just do whatever seems most interesting and 
fun to me at the time - 1 think any other way of 
doing things would probably be a disaster. I'm sure 
there are people who're able to say, 'OK, how can 
I attract more listeners?' and so on but I follow a 
pretty instinctive process: write the songs at home, 
send them to the people I want to play them with, 
then see what happens when we get into the 
studio. These songs seemed kind of lively for the 
most part and we were really enjoying playing as 
a band so they came out like that. " 

A lot of these new songs involve other 
people's fictional creations - Sax Rohmer's 
spies, Lovecraft's malevolent entities, Michael 
Myers. How did they end up in there? 

"I partly blame this concrete room I rented to 
keep as an office since my guitars were sort of 
coloniing the house - 1 started going down to the 
office in the morning and sitting on the floor in 
there with my guitar, and I felt like I used to feel 
when I'd spend a few weeks of summer vacation 



visiting my father in Oregon: he had a full 
basement at his house and I'd hang out down 
there, sometimes chopping wood with an axe or 
reading science fiction paperbacks and wondering 
whether monsters were real and stuff like that. 
I think of this record as sort of an indexing of 
life-long obsessions." 

The last few Mountain Goats albums 
have been largely autobiographical, but 
they've been written in a similar first-person 
narrative style, and exhibited many of 
the same feelings - lovelessness, pain, 
desolation - as this new one. What, then, 
is the border between autobiographical 
and fictional writing? 

"Well, everybody seems to think Get Lonely 
was autobiographical but it really wasn't- it just 
sounded like it must have been, but those were 
just stories. The two before that, yes absolutely, in 
differing degrees. 

"Anyway, I think whatever borders there are 
tend to err more in favour of fiction - nobody's 
feelings occur to them in rhyming couplets or 
notes of the scale or even words, right? The line 
on writers is that they're only ever telling their 
life stories in some way or another but I wonder 
if it's not the other way around - that even people 
who're trying to tell their stories are in the end 
only making things up to try and make sense of 
a lot of disorder." 

Did you enjoy making this album as much 
as the last few? 

"More! Adding John Wurster on drums was 
just awesome, and we'd toured with him earlier 
in the year so it wasn't like adding an unknown 
quantity - and we had JV back in the studio so it 
was like a family reunion with this awesome new 
relative that only some of us had met. 

" Plus, these songs were just more fun to play 
than the last couple of albums - GetLonelywas 
like digging a tunnel and The Sunset Tree was 
this massive catharsis for me, but this one was 
like getting to hang out in a haunted house or 
something. Really fun." 
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Chromatics 

Night Drive (Italians Do It Better) 
Glass Candy 

Beatbox (Italians Do It Better) 

For those of us who have long loved them from 
afar, the continued (relative) obscurity of this pair 
of perfect outfits is a prolonged slur made all the 
more paradoxical by how they continue to improve 
without the support they deserve. Over the last 
few years, the two have shared a shift from 
dissonance to weightless neo-ltalo, enjoined like 
a constellation by the presence in both of visionary 
producer Johnny Jewel. Sometimes, when 
catching a fresh tour CD-R or limited 1 2-inch 
and witnessing the world failing to catch on again, 
I feel like I'm witnessing great lost bands in the 
before phase. If this review does anything, let it 
at least lead you toward hearing them. This is music 
you should have an opinion on. 

Chromatics begin their latest chapter with 
ambient dialogue arranging a visit to a lover, after 
the ensuing 'night drive'. And so, what follows is 



the most delicious state of suspended animation, 
a road movie about a woman alone in a car, gliding 
through darkness, the passage so smooth that the 
empty road in front of her becomes a blank blur to 
project onto. Theirs is the sound of light incising 
darkness, the clean edges of subtitles; studiously 
arthouse, intellectually menacing. 

Guitars pulse, notes overlapping only in their 
echoes, as a spectral voice mixes like dry ice around 
the rhythm track. Single, simple phrases repeat- 
almost like the functional grace of epic poetry, 
statements pruned of biographical specifics. "/ feel 
like life has no beginning/I feel like life has no end, " 
she sings, occasional tempo shifts only progressive 
corrections, seamless increments of a gradient. 
The waver of a held note. The tick of an odometer. 
She's a figure (in a car) in a landscape, human and 
machine harmonised. We know from the outset 
that she's never going to reach her destination. 

Far away (but somehow still in the same 
world), Glass Candy's Ida No is similarly bound 
by conceptual context- beginning Beatbox with 



menacin 



a stylised aerobics work-out in which she delivers an 
instructional monologue before the beat arrives. 
Glass Candy's (current) sound owes a debt to the 
melancholic epiphanies of NYC disco dancefloors 
(though perfectly synchronised and thrown into 
slo-mo). We may be back to habitation, but it's 
more Emerald City than Mean Streets. 

A similar austerity of instrumentation and form 
is augmented with irresistible momentum and 
calculated climaxes. Whoops and calls echo in the 
compressed air between lazy synth fanfares, high- 
hats and handclaps. For all its crystalline texture, 
though, there's a timbre to the music which means 
it never feels frozen - textures have soft edges, 
notes melt and ooze. On 'Digital Versicolor', she 
gasps "This is violet/This is blue" like a confession, 
over the relentless melodic hiccups - and suddenly 
disco lights are stained glass. 

I'm not a fan of the idea that parallel universes 
containing all possibilities are constantly unfolding 
- but, given the evidence so far, I could believe 
these bands are bigger in more than they're not. 



Cadaver In Drag 



Raw Child (Animal Disguise) 

Cadaver In Drag get down on that stream 
of consciousness, destroy rock now, tip 
that is so widespread across the globe's 
underground music scene these days. Raw 
Child, their first official release, offers three 
tracks chockful of car crash riffing, granite- 
hard bass moves and a steamhammer 
disguised as drummer. Of course, in a track 
titled 'WalkingThrough The Gates Of Hell', 
there's bound to be some cookie-monster 
type vocals as well but they're neither over 
used nor irritating, especially when they're 
delivered as bassist/vocalist Jason Schuler 
does. You just can't do anything but get 
down to it like the raw child that you are. 



Appropriately, Cadaver In Drag's home 
state, Kentucky, is known for its huge caves. 
This record sounds like these three dudes just 
came crawling out of one. 
Joris Heemskerk 



Turning Dragon (Warp) 

If Chris Clark's Body Riddle sounded like 
a series of undulating luxurious fabrics, 
Turning Dragon \s unrelenting rain on steel. 
This is Clark's dance album. I'd like to see 
the dances he had in mind for the difficult 
'Violenl', which takes in broken two-step, 
tapped crunchy keys and off-putting sudden 
Grand Prix noise. Beats are overt and driving, 
but Clark's restlessness remains his best 



asset. Nothing stays static, and when songs 
skip along this quickly the constantly 
changing scenery can be almost too much 
to bear. It's not a one-sitting album. It's 
grabbing your wrist too tightly and showing 
you where to go, rather than letting you 
explore. The effect is occasionally nauseous. 
But it's best to trust Clark. He's got an awful 
lot of ideas, and most of them are great. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Unonou (Kemado) 

Danava gained well-deserved attention 
for their self-titled debut, one of the few 
explorations into early Seventies riffage in 
recent years that actually had something 



creative about it instead of just borrowing 
fuzztones wholesale. On Unonou.lhe 
intensity's wired down and sometimes things 
are merely OK, as with the rollicking, then 
quiet, 'Where Beauty And Terror Dance', 
or how a good chunk of 'One Mind Gone 
Separate Ways' is essentially Led Zeppelin's 
'Achilles Last Stand'. However, the flipside is 
an expansion in their sound that turns up 
some stirring beauties. The guitar solo on 
'SpinningTemple Shifting' lives up to the 
name, a spiralling swirl that the rest of the 
band carries beautifully, while the mid-song 
keyboard/spoken-sung break on 'Down From 
A Cloud, Up From The Ground' deserves its 
own award for merry insanity. 
Ned Raggett 
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The agony, the ecstasy: extreme emissions 
from the human voicebox 



" " (sic) Tim Goldie: "Abjector" [sic] (w.m.o/recordings) 

Whitehouse: Total Sex (Susan Lawly/Very Friendly) 

Various: The Best (RRRecords) 

Prurient/Kevin Drumm: All Are Guests In The House Of The Lord (Hospital) 

Burial Hex: Initiations (Aurora Borealis) 



No instrument conveys as broad a range of 
emotions -love, tenderness, pain, longing -than 
the human voice. Towards the periphery of the 
vocal spectrum, however, where words turn to 
howls, gibbers and wails, emotional certainties 
dissolve, and the extremes of human experience 
flow together: the old pleasure/pain dichotomy, 
right there in the whimper of a distressed vocal 
chord. " " [sic] Tim Goldie has been on the radar 
a little while, chiefly through his membership of 
Deflag Haemorrhage/Haien Kontra, a outfit with 
Basque sound artist Mattin. His debut solo album 
"Abjector" [sic] is one of the most flat-out original 
noise albums I've heard in some time: a punishing, 
determinedly outre, excursion into drum improv, 
digital noise and extreme vocal gymnastics. The 
first CD recalls the acoustic investigations of Alvin 
Lucier, extended periods of improvised drumming, 
credit cards scraped against snare, investigation 
of the properties of an instrument as crucial as 
technical skill. The second CD -the heavily-titled 
'Devocalised Fluchtverdachtiger/Blocksperre 
Refluxur' brings vocals into the equation: shrieked 
and wailed, hoarse with emotion, often distorted 
by crackling static, or by lips pressed against the 
skin of a snare. The language itself, though, is 
fractured and mangled, meanings dissolved or 
hiding latent; a musical counterpart, perhaps, to t 
he aggressive datafeed spew of Kenji Siratori's 



postmodern novel 
Blood Electric. 

One key influence 
for Goldie is clearly 
Whitehouse, William 
Bennett's power 
electronics godfathers. 
The latest in their vinyl 
reissue program, 1 981 's 
Total Sex, is, forme, 
Whitehouse's first 
great album -a giant 
leap on from the 
previous year's vestigial 
Birthdeath Experience. 
Bennett's voice is high and ululating, a clue to the 
influence he drew from Yoko Ono's Seventies 
output but it comes at you as if refracted off 
metal staircases or down long corridors, wreathed 
in crackling pink noise and the moan of distressed 
synthesisers. 'Dominate You' and 'Ultrasadism' 
hint at hidden horrors, lent an eerie potency by 
the fact they never wholly materialise; the track 
'Polities', meanwhile, offers up a very John Cage 
minute of silence designed to raise more questions 
than it answers. 

Since Whitehouse, power electronics hasn't 
so much evolved as devolved: brutal, gruesome, 
lacking Whitehouse's rarified air and cultivated 
ambiguity, but boasting something in their own 
blood-under-the-fingernails appeal. One long- 
serving central node for the US noise community is 
RRRecords, an imprint run by Ron Lessard when he's 
not stood at the counter of his Massachusetts record 
store, or performing as "America's greatest living 
noise artist", Emil Beaulieau. The Best came into 
being when Lessard asked members of the noise/ 
power electronics community to contribute their 
most successful tracks. Acts like Halflings, Cathode 
Terror Secretion, and Brutophilia churn out a tirade 
of shot-in-the-gut shrieks, compressed hiss, and 
searing high-end frequencies, and while it's 
powerful on a base sort of level, it most suggests 
how the form has become standardised. 



Outside of the background roar of the 
underground noise scene doing what underground 
scenes do, though, there are still landmark records 
being made. All Are Guests In The House Of The 
Lord, the new link-up between Kevin Drumm 
and new-school power electronics head Dominick 
'Prurient' Fernow, is not a classic, but it's intriguing 
in that it finds both artists operating outside their 
comfort zone. 'First Memory Of Pain' commences 
not with Fernow's familiar urgent howls, but a deep, 
cinematic monologue that could come off the trailer 
of The Crow 2 ("Though the apple is rotten/The seed 
can still be used"). Further in, though, the battle 
is pitched. Huge, vacuuming synths battle with 
enormous, scraping digital noises, needles tip way 
beyond the red like knocked into woozy semi- 



Towards the periphery 
of the vocal spectrum, 
the extremes of 
human experience 
flow together 



consciousness, and somewhere in the distance, 
a Wagner-like score plays. It's like a gladiatorial face- 
off that sees the ampitheatre reduced to rubble. 
Meanwhile, Initiations -the new work from 
Wisconsin's Burial Hex may actually be a classic. 
Pitched as "horror electronics", the opening 'Will 
To The Chapel' is a serene violin piece interrupted 
by drones that suddenly tumbles into a chasm 
of screaming oscillators, rent-earth rumble, and 
a warring cacophony of distinctly human howls and 
full-lunged vocal screams that could be issuing from 
man or beast. 'Eight Pentacles' and 'River Of Los', 
though, excel through a more menacing restraint, 
all ragged organs, clanking chains, crypto-religious 
chant and washes of percussion recalling the 
hermetic industrial of Z'ev. Initiations is not an 
assault; it's a temptation, and maybe a sacrifice. 
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aPatT 

Black and White Mass (Pickled Egg) 

aPatTarethe Willy Wonka of the musical world: part 
Gene Wilder, part Johnny Depp. And I am Veruca Salt, 
selfishly cramming every note into my brain as hard as 
possible, headphones stuck so far down my ear canal I'll 
have to crawl in to open the lock soon. There is no frequency left unturned, 
no genre left unwrapped or ignored. A confident, twisted skip through all 
that is good and fun, like an end-of-century review that leaves out all the crap 
bits. And so wondrously crafted ! Each tinkling, each scrape of a cymbal, each 
deathly metal blast is crystallised and seemingly separated to ease the aural 
digestion. Indeed, to labour a lame analogy, they could well be the Heston 
Blumenthal of the modern music world, boiling down the elements and 
presenting us with twenty-seven small but exquisitely sensational courses 
to feast upon. 

aPatT is deft and skilful; talented and precocious. aPatT is Fun. Fun. Fun ! 
Hayley Avron 



Dead Meadow 



Old Growth (Matador) 

After reaching escape velocity with Shivering 
King And Others, Jason Simon's deep space 
psych/stoner cruiser seemed to stall slightly 
with Feathers, an altogether lighter affair. 
But the fact that DM have alighted on a 
bucolic, sun-dappled planet with their new 
album shouldn't be cause for concern. The 
Sabbath riffology and Neil Young demeanour 
is even further from view here, replaced by 
concussed but unselfconsciously groovy 
unplugged Seventies rock, like Dinosaur Jr, 
minus all the solos. And pedals. 

Opener 'Ain't Got Nothing (To Go 
Wrong)' is deceptively shambolic, like Blue 
Cheer through practice amps before little 
hummingbirds of intertwined guitar lines, 
like Fripp playing for Eno, flit quickly in and 
out of view. Before you know it the whole 
song has become an epic rallying call to 
the couch-bound, a call-to-arms for the 
permanently stoned, marching music for 
those hyper-disinterested in marching. 
John Doran 



Dub Trio 



Another Sound Is Dying (Ipecac) 

It's not a promising band name, stunted in 
its traditionalist remit and arrogant in its 
attempt at encapsulation. So it's to DubTrio's 
credit that they are (mostly) not concerned 
with Jools-bound impersonations of Studio 
One plates. Rather, they prefer to mutate 
pure dub into equally heavy but way less 
mellow sounds. Roughly 60 per cent of their 
third album brings to mind not the blissfully 
spaced-out sides of King Tubby, but the 
hellhound spiralling sludge of King Buzzo. 
But the base influence is always there - 
sometimes faithful and obvious, sometimes 
barely perceptible, poking an echo-soaked 
frond through bludgeoning riff damage like 
weed through concrete. Even when Mike 
Patton turns up to ravage his larynx on 'No 
Flag', or when 'Felicitation' wanders uneasily 
but effectively into post-rock tear-jerkery, the 
obscenely tumescent low-end action gives 
the game away. Doom-dub, then: two bass- 
heavy assaults for the price of one. Bargain. 
Matt Evans 



The Duke Spirit 



Neptune (You Are Here) 

With the knowledge that this album was 
recorded in the Californian desert, it would 
be easy to believe thatThe Duke Spirit went 
running into the arms of America with the 
intention of producing a churning, muscled 
rock album. Instead, they've used the time 
and space to create their own private 



universe.The Londoners may have made 
their name with gasoline-lit garage rock, 
but their true appeal shines when they drop 
down a gear. Granted, 'Send A Little Love 
Token' and 'Into The Fold' provide shots of 
energy, but they shrink in stature compared 
to'MySunkenTreasure'which is wrapped in 
harmonies, piano and glockenspiel, and lifts 
into the kind of chorus Berry Gordy should 
resurrect himself for. Similarly, a rattlesnake 
tambourine haunts 'The Step AndTheWalk' 
only to prove that when The Duke Spirit delve 
into the mossy abyss of bittersweet love 
songs, they actually sparkle with majesty. 
Lianne Steinberg 



The Bees Made Honey In The Lion's 
Skull (Southern Lord) 

Earth are a band who, once upon a time, 
existed in a category featuring Earth and 
Earth only. There was gas-planet drone in 
the early Nineties, and tinnitus basement 
noise, and shoegazing of course, but none 
of it occupied the same headspace as Dylan 
Carlson and his saloon-door lineup of 
musical buds. The template of unsmiling, 
metallic amplifiertesting laid down, then 
lovingly ransacked by Sunn 0))) and others, 
it would be unwise to trade on old glory; so 
to The Bees. . ., seven tracks of bone-dry and 
often highly affecting cinematic excursions 
which lay their classic rock cards on the table 
by way of featuring Bill Frisell on three tracks. 
If, as one sneakingly suspects, Carlson 
fancies himself as a kind of latterday version 
of Seventies Neil Young, hey, godspeed him. 
Recall a review some 1 3 years back that 
stated, with chest-puffed confidence, that 
Earth would always be the band of the guy 
who bought the gun for Kurt.Turned out nice, 
all things considered. 
Noel Gardner 



Alec Empire 



The Golden Foretaste Of Heaven 
(Eat Your Heart Out) 

Concocted a dozen off-colour jokes about 
how Germans might express a golden 
foretaste of heaven ? Thanks. Us too. But 
something bubbles beneath Alec Empire's 
troublesome attempts to scale the language 
barrier. The ex-Atari Teenage Riot stirrer isn't 
yelling distortion-ripped insurrection calls 
for the time being; now he's in love. And like 
all who posses a sliver of first-person life 
perspective beyond what's for breakfast 
tomorrow, that comes with crushing worry 
and anxiety. Ultimately, of course, it's the 
realism to assume once ventricle-fluttering 
excitement and spine-bustingly unfamiliar 



sex has passed, that sooner or later 
something will go heartbreakingly haywire. 
How to articulate this? In Empire's case, turn 
electro Numan-Sinatra (with a touch of Nine 
Inch Nails). Obviously. 

And though Empire's introspection 
arrives some way from original anarchic 
operations, as "I was never afraid of 
the world/But now I'm afraid of a world 
without her" fades 'No/Why/New York' 
into nothingness, it's strangely touching. 
Adam Anonymous 



Fuzz Against Junk 



Netti Netti (Invada) 

Mooching around the places where improv 
and psychedelia merge, FuzzAgainst Junk 
have got the key parts down: they groove 
like a multi-limbed hipster; know when 
a saxophone or flute works best, but know 
not to overuse them either; and like the 
sound of an oscillator sweep, fuzzy wah-wah 
or mysterious vocal sample as well as the 
nextpsychonaut. 

Pumped up on the righteous churn of 
a skronking guitar and a turbulent rhythm 
section whose double bass and brushed 
traps steer the flow like the smoke in the 
basement is mashing up the collective 
backbrain, Netti Netti 'hops deftly from 
astrojazz to full-tilt garage buzz, from 
ethnological forgeries to stoner rambles, 
Beefheart blues to shimmering folk songs. 

And any record which has hurdy gurdy 
and Northumberland pipes interludes has 
got to be doing something right. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Johnny Greenwood 



There Will Be Blood (Nonesuch) 

This soundtrack to PaulThomas Anderson's 
new film about the oil rush in post-Wild 
West California was written by Radiohead's 
Johnny Greenwood and performed by the 
BBC Orchestra and the Emperor quartet. It's 
almost all strings, with the only exception 
being a piano. It doesn't sound like 
Radiohead.There.That's out of the way. 

Musically, it's baleful strings, suspended 
menace, unresolved tension. Creeping 
elements of dissonance - the strings buzzing 
like carrion flies or plucking like nerves 
jumping. Attempts by those strings to make 
something sad and low and beautiful that — 
by design - never quite work.Tiny glimpses 
of transcendence that are quickly smothered. 
Even the calmer moments seem to be beset 
by something beneath the surface. The 
stillness of a man going over his grudges 
before a dry and friendless and faraway 
sunset, blue fading to black. 
Ben Hoyle 



The Helio Sequence 



Keep Your Eyes Ahead (Sub Pop) 

This is aural balm, an smooth-surfaced, 
soothing antidote to shoddy bloke-indie and 
shrill, auto-tuned pop. Brandon Summers 
and Benjamin Weikel's (ex-Modest Mouse) 
fourth album is a mix of electronica and 
warm production, all distant vocals and 
muted drums, which veers from Americana 
('No Regrets') to sturdy British shoegaze 
(The Captive Mind'). There's nostalgia - 
'Broken Afternoon' could soundtrack 
childhood trips, squinting at sun flickering 
through leaves, warming. As dreamy, exciting 
and comforting as your favourite cardi on 
a freezing cold day. 
Natalie Boxall 



Health (Lovepump United) 

If anyone from this LA quartet are in fact 
true-till-death sXers, or their parents are 
reading, sorry in advance for all this, but the 
28 minutes of Health is some mighty efficient 
tripping. Office workers doing DMT in their 
lunch hour kind of thing. Now we're not 
saying that Health sound like " [x] on [name 
of drug]", as that is played out and bad 
form, plus not really the case. Health's 
interpretation of psychedelic music sounds 
more like they're trying to perpetually chase 
a flaking memory of something really 
awesome someone heard once, when 
they were mashed up. 

There's a kind of brutal wistfulness 
running through these songs that one 
wouldn't associate with their obvious 
forebears (Ex Models, Six Finger Satellite, 
any OG no wave band you care to reel off) 
and, giving a clue to why No Age are their 
good chums, a dedication to reshaping their 
favourite music into something that isTheir 
Punk Rock. 
Noel Gardner 



I Was A Cub Scout 



I Want You To Know That There Is 
Always Hope (Abeano/XL) 

The friendly, elementary-school 'emo' 
(whatever that means these days) of this 
two-piece is tempered with playroom 
instruments that sound like they've been 
manned by the cast of Toy Story. Although 
more than half an hour of their puppy-eyed 
confessionals set to kitten-soft keys can 
feel rather like you're the last person still 
flumping away on the bouncy castle while 
knowing you're too old for it, there are some 
special moments to fix in the scrapbook 
with glitter glue: the mitten-wrapped 
pianos of 'Lucean' sound like the first 
irregular raindrops of winter; then, its 
finale is all big fireworks in cold blues and 
pastel yellows. 

I Was A Cub Scout serialise the dramatics 
of adolescence without sounding nostalgic, 
using twee-does-turbulent guitars ('Pink 
Squares') and the melancholy fairy dust 
of twilights on the coast ('Our Smallest 
Adventures'). They're honest, they're sweet 
and they're yearnsome; in short, I wish I'd 
had this album on cassette when I was 1 6. 
Lauren Strain 



Joe Jackson 



Rain (Rykodisc) 

The gentle green glow of a Rykodisc CD 
jewel case, the trademark Joe Jackson 
ascending piano chords: a double assurance 
of quality before the first minute's up. 
Jackson has lost little of his lyrical bite and 
his vocals are cocky and strong as ever, even 
if they are now drenched in unnecessary 
cabaret reverb. 

Always a master of making the entire 
world and everyone in it seem like a massive 
pain in the arse and a great excuse to belt 
out a tune, Rain gives off the air of a man 
whom age has neither tempered nor 
weathered. In fact, this album is 
quintessential JJ, through and through. 
Catchy, sing-along, drenched in self- 
deprecation and gloriously uncool - an 
outsider permanently bewildered by the 
other girls and boys. If only he'd lose the 
fucking reverb and get the edge back on his 
larynx, this could sit alongside his best work. 
Hayley Avron 
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time irreversible 

Words: George Taylor-^ 

Illustration: Naomi Ryder 



Vintage exotica, the static crackle of the ages 
and reworking the canon by force 



Gavin Bryars with Alter Ego and Phillip Jeck: The Sinking Of The Titanic (Touch) 

The Valerie Project: The Valerie Project (Drag City) 

Jon Mueller: Metals (Table Of The Elements) 

Collections Of Colonies Of Bees: Birds (Table Of The Elements) 

Human Bell: Human Bell (Thrill Jockey) 

Growing: Lateral (The Social Registry) 



In his Theses On The Philosophy Of History, 
the German writer Walter Benjamin describes 
the angel of history as a figure who is forever 
looking back, witnessing the debris of the past 
building endlessly skyward, as the storm of 
progress catches in her wings and propels her 
forward through time. 

Phillip Jeck's contribution to a newly 
released performance of Gavin Bryars' 
The Sinking Of The Titanic (composed in 
indeterminacy in 1 969), channels Benjamin's 
angel through vinyl crackle; history as hissinc 
dust. Italian ensemble Alter Ego stand in fo 
the Titanic's house band, who legendarily 
played on as the unsinkable sank. Their 
plangent strings weep out the Epsicopalian 
hymn 'Autumn', which, like all else we hear 
(cheering crowds, recollections of survivors, 
bells and horns) is vertically integrated into the 
sound design, each part variously raising and 
submerging, ratherthan travelling linearly. 

Similarly dwelling within an imagined past 
are Philadelphia's The Valerie Project, led 
by Greg Weeks of acid-folk troupe Espers, 
and including Fursaxa and Fern Knight within 
a 10-strong line-up. This is the first of a 
proposed series whereby the group create 
a new soundtrack to a film which they 



hope will re- 
contextualise 
the 

relationship 
between what 
we see and 
what we hear 
-in this case, 
the oneiric 
The Sinking Of The Titanic (Touch) puberty fable 

of Czech 
filmmaker 
rhe Elements) Jaromil Jires, 

Valerie And 
Her Week Of 
Wonders. This 
is not a new idea by any means, and it perhaps 
reached its pop pinnacle when the Pet Shop 
Boys performed along to Battleship Potemkin 
in Trafalgar Square. But where the original 
soundtrack followed a template set by the 
exotica/erotica of late Sixties Europe, The 
Valerie Project dive head first into the waters 
of psychedelic and transcendental awakenings 
that the members' full-time bands capture so 
^hestringsand chimes will in the break 

The debris of the past 
builds endlessly 

of day, the Jew's harp dances at dusk with the 
omnichord. I long ago lost my video copy of 
the film so have not been abletoseehowthe 
album works cinematically, although rave 
notices from their shows at the Barbican 
and Mo MA confirm my suspicion that they 
entangle one another like a dream. 

Two now from Table Of The Elements, whose 
claim is to, "Rewrite the history of American 
music in the second half of the 20th century". 
Jon Mueller's new disc Metals is a terrific 
beast three solo drum works that are, indeed. 



all about the 'metals'- heavy, thrash, black 
death. Not since Matthew Barney isolated Dave 
Lombardo's double-bass gallop in Cremaster 
2 has the blast beat been so artfully wrought 
as in album centrepiece 'Homeostatic'. 
Intriguingly, ratherthan hearing the spaces 
where one would fill in the other players (Cliff 
Burton here, Trey Azagthoth there), Mueller 
expands his kit to overspill, the air all his. 

Collections Of Colonies Of Bees feature 
Mueller on drums in a far less exhilarating 
capacity. The group appear to see themselves 
as belonging to the maximal soar and swoop 
of Branca and Chatham, but really the four 
'Flocks' (that is, 'songs') on Birds sound more 
likethe heavier sides of Tortoise minus John 
McEntire's rhythmictrip-ups (Mueller's 
perennially trapped in 4/4), orthe layered 
delays of David Pajo's 'M' projects. 

Much better is the first full-length from 
former Lungfish bassist Dave Heumann and 
Nathan Bell, who has worked with Will Oldham 
and, uh-huh, Dave Pajo. Human Bell (see 
what they. . . ?) play a post-rock update of 
duelling banjos, with the Aramaic concept 
of 'Ephaphtha' - being opened, as in a portal 
-acting as a guiding principle, in both their 
writing and playing. The pair let their 
lold and hum, with a mixthat lets the 
cording space function as if directing a warm 
low towards the listener. If computer screen 
has replaced goldfish bowl as the living room's 
focal point, so too could an album like Human 
Bell substitute for a fireplace, inducing trance 
states as comfort zones. 

One band that's all about progression 
is Growing, who over the past few years 
have released a series of albums each more 
exceptional than the last. Lateral, on new label 
The Social Registry may contain echoes of Black 
Dice, insinuations of Fennesz; while thetitle 
track reaches out to Kompakt, but ultimately 
Growing are too busy looking ahead to be 
looking back. 
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King Khan And BBQ Show 



The King Khan And BBQ Show 
(In The Red) 

It don't get much more outdated classic than 
this. Using every trick from the rock'n'roll 
almanac, The King Khan And BBQ Showls a 
rout of so-distorted it's-almost-unlistenable 
pleasure. Sounding like a one-take eight 
track recording captured in an under 
furnished barn, it's rammed with sloppy 
solos, shouting and power chords. It's as 
punchy, dirty and funny asThe Fall circa 
'Mr Pharmacist' ('Lil' Girl InTheWoods') 
or every era Billy Childish ('Am IThe One'). 
But the punk they peddle gets mixed in with 
doo-wop and soul a la Sam Cooke or Louis 
Jordan, creating three-minute fireballs 
of authenticity that you can dance your 
nostalgic tits off too. Sure it sounds 
derivative. But of course it is, it's bad ass 
rock'n'roll. Knowing your lineage is key, 
but it's the good times that count. 
Tom Howard 



Lightspeed Champion 



Falling Off The Lavender Bridge 
(Domino) 

"Come over/I've got the new OC on DVD, " 
isn't a line that'll work on many girls, but 
Test Icicle turned Lightspeed Champion Dev 
Hynes is trying. He might look like an East 
London scene kid, documenting his every 
cup of tea in a blog and comic, but with the 
help of numerous Saddle Creek personnel 
at their home base out in Omaha, Nebraska, 
he's made a surprising, heroically honest, 
coming of age debut, which is best listened 
to with your hood sheepishly up, so that no 
one can tell you're crying. The Lightspeed 
persona functions like an armour for this 
lonesome soul, as he battles with ex- 
girlfriends, broken phones and bottles of gin 
in heartbreaking ditties like 'Galaxy Of The 
Lost' and 'I Could Have DoneThisTo Myself. 
Bespectacled, dressed in his trademark 
Spiderman costume, Dev is much more Peter 
Parker than superhero, but that's the point. 
He's just Seth looking for his Summer- who 
is played here by indie songstress Emmy The 
Great, her voice in perfect harmony with his 
melancholic fashion-folk yarn-spinning. 
Anna-Marie Fitzgerald 



The Mae Shi 



HLLLYH (Moshi Moshi) 

Previous records from this gang opened 
up new spaces in minds all over. 2004's 
Terrorbird, their last long player, had all 
the right kinds of hyperactivity, forging 
a million things effortlessly, childishly-toy 
instruments played off-key melodies over 
super-fast drumming with wimpy white boy 
vocals straining yelps and screeches about 
vampires on top. 

This time out it's all a bit too clean, 
a bit too arranged and consequently, feels 
somewhat attenuated. The single release 
'Run To Your Grave' is anthemic, like the long 
choral episodes you'd get on a Silver Mt Zion 
release, but in reduced, shrunken form, as 
though it belongs to neither outfit.There 
are moments that evoke past blasts: 7xx7' 
wraps hillbilly guitar rolls around marching 
percussion, lurches to playground sibilance, 
then crashes straight into the all-out chorus 
pop of 'The Melody'. But HILL YH has the 
feeling of a record that wants to express 
the collective positivisms of the creative 
free spirit. Sadly, it just sort of misses. 
Ralph Cowling 



Mammal 



Lonesome Drifter (Animal Disguise) 

When Mammal (born Gary Beauvais) 
decided he would write and record this 
album while locked up in his Detroit home 
for six months, he probably knew he wasn't 
coming out with a cure for depression or the 
next underground summerjam. lonesome 
Drifter em braces a bleak outlook on society, 
but probably most of all on Beavais' personal 
life. The blues isn't far away when he's 
singing, "lam my own father/Dried up and 
gone", in a deadpan tone only accompanied 
by heavy electric guitar strums. Huge washes 
of metallic guitar-drone reverberating 
endlessly during 'Repulsion' might evoke 
a dead-end street but there's more to 
Mammal than punishing noisescapes. In 
a supreme Detroit tradition, this one-man 
army has solidified his city's bleak and barren 
state. A mind-numbing set of electrified blues 
for the doomed. 
Joris Heemskerk 



The Mars Volta 



The Bedlam In Goliath 
(Motown/Universal) 

Four albums in, you're either with The Mars 
Volta or against 'em by this point. And if 
you're with 'em, The Bedlam In Goliath \n\\\ 
be a gargantuan treat, a further judicious 
mess of frantic metallic licks rubbing sparks 
with arachnid salsa rhythms, futuristic 
squalls of noise, and a complex plotline 
(inspired by ouija board antics) involving 
murder and betrayal, which thankfully isn't 
essential to the enjoyment of their latest 
opus. No, the pleasure of Bedlam In Goliath 
lies in the sheer beautiful, chaotic insanity 
of the high wire actTMV play out, their 
swaggering and complex riff-wraiths 
daringlytuggingatyoursuspensionof 
disbelief, almost daring the listener to 
exclaim, they've gone too far this time. Of 
course, forThe Mars Volta, too far is pretty 
much their default starting point, and this 
macabre epic of sci-fi sounds, high-drama 
melodic sprawl and heroic out-there 
skronkage is their best yet. 
Stevie Chick 



Matt And Kim 



Matt And Kim (Telle) 

If you met Matt And Kim, you'd want to 
adoptthem.lfyousaw'em play, with their 
boingy limbs and American Dream smiles, 
you'd want to hire them for your birthday. 
With one (broken) drumset and discontinued 
keys, snotty vocal pipes and a yearbook 
of dog-eared memories, they sound like 
Disneyland translated for people who've 
graduated from adolescence; for people who 
notice the lyrics aren't quite as cotton-candy 
as they might've thought. From all-out teen- 
punk for trampolines to pop for when your 
friends are drunk enough to be worried 
about, this is happy pop, sad pop; real-life 
pop. Plus, girlfriend and boyfriend finish 
with 'Light Speed', a bittersweet ode to 
coincidence and the idea we can't plan our 
destinies - but you're cool with that, 'cause 
look, here're your buddies, there's the record 
player, and there's the clapped-out $ 1 00 
wreck with wheels, so let's. Just. GO ! 
Lauren Strain 



Neon Neon 



Stainless Style (Lex) 

Making an album based on the life of 
playboy engineer John DeLorean is just 




Various 

Through The Wilderness: ATribute To Madonna (Manimal) 

Let me start by saying that I can't stand Madonna. I'm 
not even crazy about the music. What I do love, though, 
is a weird, transgressive cover of a formulaic pop song. 
Through The Wilderness sounded like a great idea: hey, 
let's get a bunch of hipster bands to fuse and infuse Madonna's joyfully banal 
and empty pop songs with that smug post-modernity which makes it all right 
to dig on big-bucks commercially-produced music again! Yes. I was hoping 
for something better than Madonna, but with a very few exceptions, this 
ain't it. These covers neither transgress nor subvert, dreary and superfluous 
beside the huge pop slickery of the originals. It's all predictably hip and lo-fi, 
with a couple of half-decent turns -Ariel Pink's 'Everybody' is cutesy and 
camp, and indie boy-band The Prayers' 'Cherish' is a laugh in a Me First And 
The Gimme Gimmes kinda way. With 'Hung Up' -the best of a bad bunch - 
The Tyde inject some genuine warmth and emotion into the material, which 
is more than Madonna could. Lavender Diamond's Becky Stark has a sweet 
voice, but - here I've got to hand it back to old Mad-bag - the original version 
of 'Like A Prayer' was a sensual call-to-arms, whereas this sounds like Sunday 
school, complete with campfire strumming and white gospel voices chirping 
away good-naturedly in the background. Not sexy. 

On 'Lucky Star' and 'Borderline', by Alexander Hope and The 
Chapin Sisters respectively, pretty little vocals and stripped-down guitar 
arrangements serve only to highlight how anodyne the original melodies 
are, and how very meaningless the lyrics. And 'Crazy For You' by Lion of 
Panjshir, incongruously featuring some "great Afghani musicians" isjust 
embarrassing. No wilderness, just more of the same. 
Jesse Darlin' 



I 




the kind of whacked-out and wonderful idea 
we've come to expect from Gruff Rhys, and 
when he does it in collaboration with the 
insanely talented Boom Bip, there's only 
one way things are going to end up. As 
conceptual as you like, unrelentingly poppy, 
Stainless Style rushes through musical genre 
as often as it whizzes through the narrative 
itself. Highlights are many: the exceptional 
2-step of Trick ForTreat' blends falsetto 
wonderment with hefty rhymes of Spank 
Rock and SeanTilmann, 'I Lust You' could 
easily be a Ladytron single, while the 
sweltering 'Sweat Shop' showcases Yo 
Majesty as Gruff and Bip gleefully de- and re- 
construct the concepts of celebrity and music 
alike. There are few artists who'd be smart 
enough to tackle a dotty project like this, and 
even fewer who could pull it off with so much 
personality and panache as is on show here. 
JoeShooman 



Our Brother The Native 



Make Amends For We Are Merely 
Vessels (Fatcat) 

Twelve-minute songs loaded with heavy 
contemplation, apocalyptic pianos salvaged 
from some long lost ghost ship, crescendos 
of bowed guitars that lift in life-affirming 
waves of euphoria: God, I love post-rock. 
Our BrotherThe Native are nothing new, 
exactly, but they do inhabit a place where 
few touched. Make Amends... incorporates 
and diffuses elements of ambient, drone and 
noise. The ethereal falsetto sweep of 'We Are 
The Living' is reminiscent of labelmates Sigur 
Ros, while 'The Multitudes Are Dispersing' 
sends forth enveloping sprinklings of bells 
and xylophone. Many albums of this 
particular pigeonhole feel like soundtracks 
for the proverbial film not written. Make 
Amends For We Are Merely Vessels f ee Is I i ke 
more than that: the score to a thousand high 
school massacres. 
Ben Webster 



Robert Owens 



Late Night Stories (Compost) 

As the voice behind Fingers Inc's 'Can You 
Feel It', Robert Owens almost justifies 



a lifetime of laurel resting. Late Night Stories, 
his first album in a decade, doesn't contain 
any classics, but it's a good reminder of the 
emotional import of his feather-on-the- 
breath, gentle gospel falsetto. If deep house 
means anything to you, there are several 
exemplars of the genre here, particularly 
the pinprick perfect opener, 'Inside My 
World'. Non-believers (in either religion, or 
dance music) might find the lyrical pseudo- 
profundities and broad claims ( "Happiness 
is all that matters ") hard to take, but part 
of the pleasure of this music is temporary 
suspension of cynicism. There are great 
productions from Jimpster, Ian Pooley, 
Charles Webster and Kirk Degorgio, Owens 
is on fantastic form, and the whole thing 
tosses my ass like salad. 
Jon Dale 



The Parsonage 



The Parsonage (OSCarr) 

The latest release on the always interesting 
OSCarr sees a 50-strong Glaswegian choir, 
formed by Optimo's former cash desk 
assistant Janis F Murray and named in 
honour of grievous angel Gram Parsons 
reworking country and western, blues, 
psychedelia, surf rock, pop and new wave 
classics. There's glowing renditions of Hank 
Locklyn's country and western classic 'Please 
Help Me I'm Falling' and the railroad-riding 
hobo classic '900 Miles' get glowing 
renditions, and there's new life breathed 
into Jefferson Airplane's 'White Rabbit' 
(hearing a choir fully enunciating the words 
exposes the joyous madness of Grace Slick's 
composition - and, of course, Lewis Carroll's 
original vision). 

Look also to a strangely heart-wrenching 
cover of The Go-Go's' 'Our Lips Are Sealed' 
and, of course, 'Love WillTear Us Apart'. Bis 
did it in 2002 andThe Parsonage's version 
included here will be a welcome addition to 
the 44 different versions currently listed in 
the iTunes shop (yes, that includes Paul 
Young's ParlezVous-era outing and Simple 
Minds' horrid 2001 dance version). This is 
certainly not an average record. 
Stuart Aitken 
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plain songs 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Illustration: French 

Cath and Phil Tyler 

Dumb Supper (No-Fi) 

One of the most haunting moments of Shirley 
Collins' 'America Over The Water' talk at London's 
Purcell Rooms last year was the singer and folk 
historian's memories of Sacred Harp choirs in the 
white Protestant churches of the American South 
in the Fifties. As she described the congregation's 
voices pulling together the hymns of generations, 
a recording filled the hall: robust, stretched and 
austere. The familiar Christian songs, so anodyne 
to any of us brought up in church schools and 
choirs, were thrown open to heavier ritual 
associations, by the wide, weird intervals - closer 
to plainchant or power chords - and the drifting, 
idiosyncratic phrasing of massed, inexpert singers. 

Sacred Harp, or shape note singing, implies 
both democracy (in its notational method, devised 
in the 1 9th Century to be accessible to non-music 
readers) and control (in its austerity, and its use in 
the strictest Christian communities), a combination 
that exerts a musical pull beyond ontological 
concerns. When its style is woven into traditional, 
non-religious music, as it is on Anglo-American 
duo Cath and Phil Tyler's first album on Newcastle- 
based experimental label No-Fi, you're reminded 
both of the folk roots of most hymn tunes and of 
the devotional associations our ears make with 
modal music, from Indian ragas to metal. 

And you're reminded of much more: Dumb 
Supper is one of those rare modern folk albums 



that will find a home both in the longstanding 
'traditional' music community and among those 
attracted to the form's more experimental and 
lo-fi possibilities. Cath Tyler's vocal style harks back 
to those backwoods churches, but away from 
the choir, there's as much in it of Thalia Zedek 
or Michael Gira: that sense of buffeted, fateful 
reserve. Similarly, co-vocalist Phil Tyler's muscular 
guitar and banjo playing shies away from displays 
of fancy f ingerwork, preferring a sparse, 
purposeful roll and groove or, as on the likes of 
'Death Of Queen Jane' and 'Stirrup', sombre 
phrasing that follows the vocal line with pauses 
that reverberate with rue and wonder. 

When the duo pick up speed, on 'Devil's Song', 
'Fisherman's Girl' and 'Farewell My Friends', there's 

The simpler you play it, 
the stranger it gets 

still not a note wasted; instead, the onus is on 
rhythm, momentum and force. The latter song 
owes some of its urgency to an underlying D-drone 
more likely to be heard in, say, Six Organs Of 
Admittance, and 'Morning' makes use of a 
distorted electric riff - but Dumb Supper is not 
a folk-rock or psych-folk album. It uses none of 
the devices practitioners of those genres often 
crack out to convey oddity, timelessness and so 
on, and thus conveys those things all the more. 

It's a weird looking-glass effect many folk fans 
will be familiar with: the simpleryou play it, the 
stranger it gets, and there's a musical, emotional 
distance that must be achieved the deeper you 
want to get, like a kind of run-up to the heart. 



Shirley Collins always understood this, and so 
do Cath and Phil Tyler. Dumb Supper eschews 
drama, faces up to death; bypasses romance, goes 
straight to love. 

Frances Morgan talks to Cath and 
Phil Tyler 

What attracts you to a particular traditional 
song? 

"Sometimes it's an appreciated story, 
sometimes a really good tune. Sometimes neither, 
but a singer or player is so vibrantthat you can't 
help being moved or trying it out. A combination 
of all three things really packs a wallop. " 

When playing traditional music, what's the 
process of adaption and arrangement like? 

"It's generally a slow and unhurried process, 
with occasional quick inspiration. Once there's 
something we like, it generally keeps the same 
shape, though variations might creep in. As we 
sing or play something more, we lock in with each 
other more, which tends to bring out something 
new again." 

Why do you think people are still so drawn 
to folk music? 

"Its accessibility and simplicity, and 
straighforwardness. You don't need to know 
anything to 'get it'. For song with stories, the 
narrative draws you in. Many times listening to 
non-folk music, I've heard songs that sound fine, 
but I end up with no idea what they were about. 
In traditional music, even when a story is old, 
it's got stuff in it that still is important: love, sex, 
death, beliefs, fear, joy, hunger, life all still mean 
something now." 
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Joanne Robertson 



The Lighter (Textile) 

Having lived in a drizzly seaside town during 
a period I've named 'the Dim Ages', I can 
sympathise with the flights of fancy required 
to prevent your mind packing its bags and 
running into a coma at the prospect of 
cultural vacuity and murky vistas. Joanne 
Robertson grew up in Blackpool, which 
has the dubious bonus of a permanent 
'Pleasure Beach' (read: monstrous spectacles 
of seasonal entertainment) and a social 
calendar that followed the ebb and flow of 
the tourists' tide. It's no surprise then that 
her debut forTextile is littered with ethereal 
yarns, fairytale imagery and melodies that 
appear and dissolve like a rolling sea mist. 

Opening track 'Gardener' lays the 
trajectory for the whole album: sparse 
acoustic guitar chimes slow and measured 
rhythms like a grandfather clock, bright 
finger picking on the dusty end of the guitar 
and a swirling background of hushed reverb 
and delay. Each song shifts subtly; electric 
guitar instead of acoustic, stretched out 
vocals and staccato coos. It's like riding 
a Ferris wheel looking out to sea; it doesn't 
really go anywhere but there is plenty of time 
to take in the view. 
Nat Davies 



The Ruby Suns 



Sea Lion (Memphis Industries) 

They may currently number just three, but 
on their second album, New Zealand's The 
Ruby Suns seem to be aiming for a massed 
collective sound to make The Polyphonic 
Spree feel outnumbered. Yet this cult induce 
their seven shades of psychedelic euphoria 
through a disorientation more akin to the 
hermetic odysseys of Cornelius or Caribou 
than anyone in matching robes. 

Brainwashing starts with some Animal 
Collective-style campfire jamborees, Brian 
Wilson surfing a tambourine wave and the 
gatecrashing of a village fiesta. But then 
they drift into a Eighties reverie of echo- 
chamber basslines and vocals reminiscent 
of Victorialand-era Cocteau Twins, while 
'Morning Sun' morphs from a capella 
salutation into tinkly keyboards and drum 
machines oddly like plaintive chirpiness 
of Lightning Seeds' 'Life Of Riley'. 

The moral? If you're clinging to the 
bottom of someone else's train of thought, 
it's not always easy to see the destination. 
Abi Bliss 



Sasche Funke 



Mango (BPitch Control) 

Perhaps it was the temporary move to Aix- 
en-Provence, but Sasche Funke has come 
over all cool, calm and collected. Mango 
strips off the bounce and drama of Funke 's 
earlier work and delves deeper into the 
minimalist aesthetic. But it all feels a bit 
too pedestrian until 'Summer Rain', when 
guitars intertwine with shimmering synths 
and gentle thunderclaps. It's nature's own 
music and it's a wake up call. From hereon 
in, the second half is a livelier affair. The 
drums start punching through the haze, 
deathly-cyborg vocals growl over insistent 
hi-hats and bad-ass Eighties drum fills are 
the order of the day. Half a decent album 
isn't really enough to get anybody hot under 
the collar though and Sasche Funke still 
seems to be at his best when he's releasing 
12-inches. 
HayleyAvron 



Into Abaddon (Kemado) 

Bands that live up to their names and 
songtitles and all that deserve some due 
credit. Saviours sound metal enough. Into 
Abaddon even more so. Opening track 
'Raging Embers' kicks off with loud-biker 
roar and quickly thunders into demi-prog- 
ARRRRGH stuff, and from there we're off. 
Saviours have the knack of sounding like 
a lot of different things at once, as indicated, 
and the secret might actually be the singer, 
due to the contrast of his slightly buried 
echoed speak-sing against the filigrees 
and 'Damn, we really love Maiden' guitar 
arrangements. He's not trying to echo Bruce 
Dickinson like so many feebs out here - if 
anything he's a slightly cleaner sounding 
Lemmy via High on Fire's Matt Pike -and the 
result is one of those simple contrasts that 
works like a charm. It's also hard not to love 
an song concluding in cackling screams, 
especially when it's called 'Mystichasm'. 
Ned Raggett 



Scary Mansion 



Every Joke Is Half The Truth (Zum) 

Illustrator, ex-Satan's Fingers member, 
Herman Dune collaborator and guest 
vocalist on TV On The Radio's 'Snakes and 
Martyrs', Leah Hayes appropriates imaginary 
characters, peddles laments, and vocalises 
the fragility derived from failed romances. 
There is an intimacy to much of Hayes' vocals 
which proves unnecessarily restrictive, 
coupled as it is to brutal guitar sludge that 
seems to crave a shot or two of guttural 
filth. But much of the rest of the album 
is liberating in the way it draws you in to 
a world of emotions, invoking tendencies 
of flight orflee. 

The Cat Power influence is evident, 
Hayes' clipped but cushioned vocals owing 
much to the aforementioned, while the 
structural spatiality of The Dirty Three also 
comes to mind. But there's a happy ending to 
the romantic failings, in the shape of a secret 
track: a duet to make even the most stoic 
of individuals' heart melt, and want to hide 
under the duvet with that special someone. 
Ben Webster 



Stealth (Ad Noiseam) 

Mick Harris is one of those impervious 
to trends guys - no criticism, if anything 
a celebration, in that he's long since found 
his favoured furrows and explores them 
with obsessive intent. As a result, Stealth, 
his latest under his most well-known 
incarnation Scorn, won't surprise perse- 
the punishingly loud beats, worship of 
grinding rhythm and looming atmospheres 
of doom remain intact. It's interesting, 
though, how his approach contrasts to 
dubstep's comparatively calmer feeling - 
for all that supposed threat that the likes of 
Burial conjure up, here tracks like 'Stripped 
Black Hinge' and 'Glugged', as much in thrall 
to dub's powerful undertow as dubstep is, 
actively glower rather than feel like a rainy 
murky night waiting for a late bus. 
Ned Raggett 





Radio Massacre Internationa 

Rain Falls In Grey (Cuneiform) 
Various 

Eftr JfV Healing Force:The Songs Of Albert Ayler (Cuneiform) 
*":> Ahleuchatistas 

Even In The Midst (Cuneiform) 

Three new releases from Silver Spring, Maryland's 
Cuneiform Records chase jazz into strange, beautiful 
realms. Rain Falls In Grey is a tribute to Syd Barrett, tribute 
by way of basically being a replication of late-Sixties/early 
Seventies Pink Floyd. But what a sound it is. Radio Massacre 
International have whipped up a frenzied cosmic journey, 
an interstellar overdrive leading to the final burned-out 
embers of a dying sun. If the ageing businessmen who 
now represent Pink Floyd had any musical balls or respect 
for their founding member left, they would have put aside 
their differences and made this album themselves. But 
I dare say they were too busy messing around with boats 
and fast cars. 

Another tribute to the fallen is Healing Force, in which Weasel Walter, 
Vinny Golia and a few of their free jazz/no wave pals carve out a spiritual 
racket in honour of the later, much lambasted, work of Albert Ayler, when 
the freeblowing saxophonist attempted to marry his ecstatic vision with R&B 
and rock forms complete with freeform singing by girlfriend Mary Maria 
Parks. The result often sounded like a seething free jazz stew fronted by 
Lieutenant Uhura on leave from USS Enterprise, and Healing Force is a pretty 
faithful recreation of these far-out grooves. It's not easy listening, but, baby, 
who ever said it should be easy? Ahleuchatistas aren't too easy either, a North 
Carolina trio working from the simple bedrock of guitar, bass and drums, 
but who pummel music into oblivion with razor sharp changes and insane 
tempo changes. 
Euan Andrews 






KelleyStoltz 



Circular Sounds (Sub Pop) 

Stoltz's 2006 offering BelowThe Branches 
was the first 'green' record in the world, 
using 1 00 per cent renewable energy. We 
like that. Circular Sounds is all fast-paced 



sunshine guitars and jaunty artificial Sixties 
noises, smeared with friendly, high-pitched 
chat. He's no longer lo-fi, he says, but "mid- 
hi". He's a chipper kind of chap. We like that 
too. "Are you gonna be hip?, "he chirps on 
'Birmingham Eccentric', "Are you giving me 
lip? " It'd be dangerous in the wrong hands. 
Then again, some of the stringy squawking 
undertones previously employed by The 
Velvet Underground used to pierce The 
Beach Boys, hint at a gloomier side to the 
American's craft. 

Stoltz's third Sub Pop full-length has 
everything going for it. Short, snappy songs 
rammed with melodies, smart words and a 
commendable vibe. Plus, it's so understated, 
he'll probably remain the most consistently 
underrated singer-songwriter on planet pop. 
We especially like that. 
Tom Howard 



SebastienTelher 



Sexuality (Source) 

Veined, calloused man-hands caress a tall, 
dark torso on a darkened dance floor with 
mirrored walls. Through the smoke-machine 
mist, lights flicker in pastel flashes and 
bodies' contours flex to electronic pulses. 
In centre frame, Sebastien poses, and with 
a circle of the hips, begins the micro-moves 
of his slow-burning show. It's all synth-led 
seduction, texture and heightened senses 
on Guy Manuel De Homem-Christo's first 
non-Daft Punk production with the smooth 
talking electro-chanteur. Couples brood 
amorously amid nods to Depeche Mode and 
the scent of Gainsbourg's long sighs. Just- 
suppressed promiscuity comes over in barely 
suggested beats on 'Kilometer', while the 
ambience of Tellier's fond love song of old, 
'La Ritoumelle', is revisited in the bright 
pop hum of 'Divine'. Between gallic hubba- 
hubba and faux-tendre advances, Sexuality 
is too consciously cool for sleaze, too 
flirtatious to be taken seriously. 
Hannah Gregory 



Soiled Mattress And The Springs 



Honk Honk Bonk (UpsetThe Rhythm) 

This puts me in mind of one of these sardonic 
east European cartoons of the Fifties: 
block-y, primary colours, a little mischief 
creeping in round the edges, as barely 
sketched anonymous humans swelter under 
overpoweringly tall skyscrapers: a blare of 
car horns, the rumble of traffic, a distant 
police whistle. Maybe the allegory is formed 
because NYTimes cartoonist Matthew 
Thurber contributes parped saxophone to 
this NYC trio, or maybe it's because the music 
is so cyclical, intelligent, interweaving, 
defiant, jazzy. 

I know little about 'scenes' comprising 
members of No Age and Barr, nor present- 
day jazz, nor your 'jam' records, but I can 
sure recognise fun, awkward, broken, 
rousing post-Henry Cow experimental 
pop when I hear it- and I like it, too. 
Everett True 



Capital (Xtra Mile) 

The final part in his epic LondonTrilogy 
(after 2001 's The 253 and 2003's London Is 
Sinking), Capital 'sees lonesome troubadour 
ChrisT-Tjoinedbya troupe of fine playmates, 
includingTimothy Victor, Jim Bob (formerly of 
Carter USM and Jamie Wednesday forthose 
of you with memories as long as mine) and, 
erm, Razorlight's drummer. It all makes for 
a record that is immeasurably denser and 
harsher than 2005's inch perfect 9 Red 
Songs, but it's none the worse for that. 
Richly layered both musically and lyrically, 
the songs spin between vitriolic anger, 
witty self-deprecation and arch political 
condemnation. Like Kerouac and Wylie, Chris 
T-T understands what is subversive about 
love and knows that God (whichever God 
that might be) is in the detail of everyday life. 

We should cherish such poets of 2 1 st 
Century urbanity. 
Alistair Fitchett 
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under my stylus: anni ros 

Susan Hunt 

Home Recordings (no label) 

"There is something 

undoubtedly charming 

about old home recordings, 

especially when you know 

the person who made 

them, but there are few that move beyond the initial sparkle and 
become some of your favourites. Susan Hunt is my boyfriend's aunt. 
She has a collection of songs she recorded some 30 odd years ago 
which were swept away into a friend's attic and only recently 
discovered by her son. Her songs are classic, stripped down to only 
her voice and acoustic guitar. The minimal arrangement highlights 
her lyrical and ever so slightly unpredictable melodies. Something in 
her effortless vibrato reminds me of Judy Garland. At the moment, 
you can only find Hunt's songs on her MySpace page, but it's well 
worth the search." www.myspace.com/susanhuntmusic (Anni Rossi) 



We Brave Bee Stings And All 
(kill rock stars) 

Thao Nguyen seems wise beyond her 23 
years. It's not just her voice, undeniably 
reminiscent of Cat Power with its Southern- 
inflected vowels, pinched, husky edge and 
the way she lilts each sentence into three. 
With Kristin Hersh she shares the ability to 
sound simultaneously world-weary and 
astonished - like someone nursing wounds 
from a knife blunted by habit- plus a sense 
of self-deprecating humour and the knack 
of demolishing long stories in pithy couplets: 
"As sharp as I sting/It still soothes you, 
doesn 't it? /like a lick of ice-cream ". 

Musically, Nguyen and her bandThe Get 
Down Stay Down match the mood with the 
brash strums, cheeky banjo fills and ticklish 
picking of indiefied bluegrass and country, 
so easily the clown's painted-on smile of the 
music world but here a spirited parallel to 
her naked but full-heartedly defiant songs. 
Abi Bliss 

in the studio: thao 

"Our producerTucker's brother let us stay 
in his newly bought, unfurnished house in 
Portland, Oregon. I arrived a few days before 
the fellas, because I had to write songs for 
the album, because I am a procrastinator. 
Willis and Adam snuck out one day and went 
to an African drum shop and came back with 
fascinating percussive instruments, although 
I don'tthinktheymadeiton the record. 
"Wethumb-wrestled.Williswonthe 
most. We wore lots of layers and gathered 
round the space heater. We listened to Neil 
Young and texted our friends and talked to 
our moms. Because moms don't text. Why is 
that? Once or twice, we were not too tired 
and went out and had whiskey and beer and 
french fries and talked about relationships. 
I didn't say anything. For the most part, fries 
are better than relationships." 
(Thao Nguyen) 



Underworld 



London Roundhouse. England 
18.10.2007 (Underworld) 

A decade and a half in, Underworld's 
freeform splurge of electronics and found 
fragments of conversation sounds as exciting 
and inspired as ever, and this concert 
recording (one of several released through 
the band's website) is a brilliant testament 
to this. Beefier, broader, open-ended 
reinterpretations of classics are jammed in 
alongside superb newer material, and the 



odd Darren Price house track thrown into 
the mix adds to the momentum. 'Mmm 
Skyscraper I Love You' is still a gripping 
opener; 'Rez' zips along with rapacious zest; 
and the pressure-cooker groove of 'Moaner' 
is tighter and even more intense than on 
record. Other high points include 'Kittens', 
a portentous, pounding techno track that 
builds to a cinematic peak with soaring, 
leaping synth; and the softer but equally 
dramatic 'Glam Bucket', which skulks along 
with subtle power. 
Robin Wilks 



Vampire Weekend 



Vampire Weekend (XL) 

Isn't it great when you have a new favourite 
group? I've been in love with Vampire 
Weekend since the masterful 'Mansard Roof 
single and am delighted to report that their 
eponymous debut set sounds every bit as 
ravishing as expected. Vampire Weekend 
often recall something of the syncopated 
delirium of Factory-era James or perhaps 
even Feelies when they were making their 
crazy rhythms; for all the world like boys with 
perpetual nervousness. At other time they 
come over asThe Left Bank recording at Shed 
Studios, all baroque chamber strings and 
stop start euphoria, guitars chiming and 
clattering like rain on the roof. Plus they 
look delicious; like preppy Modern Lovers 
off to The Hamptons forthe weekend, or 
Pale Fountains relocated to Cape Cod, with 
a penchant for architecture and an old 
Penguin paperback dropped on the galley 
table. Isn't it great when you have a new 
favourite group? 
Alistair Fitchett 



Juno OST (Rhino) 

Can't really speak for the movie, not having 
seen it, but its trailer makes the Golden 
Globe nominee look like a nauseatingly 
quirky teenage rom-com (girl has unplanned 
pregnancy, and japes follow, with some 
sharp-tongued banter, cos aren't all teens 
sharp-tongued?).The soundtrack ain't bad 
at all, though. Admittedly, it veers heavily 
towards the Matador Records block vote 
that the mainstream likes to think passes 
for 'underground', with a smattering of 
older but still 'hip') tunes to keep the parents 
intrigued, but it's still fine. So we have several 
Kimya Dawson tracks nestling next to The 
Kinks and MottThe Hoople's 'All The Young 
Dudes' (what? again\7\), Cat Power's 
melancholy 'Sea Of Love' getting cosy with 



Sonic Youth's awesome Karen Carpenter 
tribute 'Superstar'Jhe Velvet Underground 
(MoTucker's 'I'm Sticking With You'), Ansty 
Pants (which is Kimya plus young friends), 
Moldy Peaches (which is Kimya plus - 
wait, you know that one), a brace from Belle 
And Sebastian, Buddy Holly's tremulous 
'Dearest'. . .a fine mixtape sure, especially 
if you dig Kimya. (I do.) 

But wait. . .no Daniel Johnston? 
Everett True 



Peanut Butter Wolf Present B-Ball 
Zombie War (Stones Throw) 

Another month, another killer compilation 
on Stones Throw. There's no high concept 
behind B-Ball Zombie War, which may or may 
not be a promo tie-in with some sportswear 
company, though this grab-bag of wonky 
hip-hop is something of a Superhero Team- 
Up affair, featuring a couple of dream collabs, 
including MF Doom and Guilty Simpson, 
andTalib Kweli and Q-Tip (who tag-team 
over Dilla's 'Lightworks' beat). Elsewhere, 
Madlib's workin' overtime, cooking up 
sweltering exotic breaks for lil bro Oh No 
and Percee P, while DJ Babu calls upon his 
five-year-old son Niko to rap for 'Now You 
Know', which is a lot more fun than it 
sounds. Really, after 1 years of this, it feels 
like all Peanut Butter Wolf has to do to cook 
up a decent comp is to turn some spigot at 
Stone's Throw HQ and let all the goodness 
flow forth. You'll be grateful he did. 
Stevie Chick 



The Secret Garden Vol 1 : Nu-Gaze: 
The NewWave Of Shoegaze (Invada) 

Shoegaze. It's back, you know. Now Slowdive 
have been reclaimed by electronic artists like 
Ulrich Schnauss, welcome the grandchildren 
of My Bloody Valentine. Hurrah! No, 
seriously. I love this stuff, I could pour it 
over ice cream and drink it through a straw. 
The wispy ethereal vocals (female harmonies 
or boys as pretty as girls), the sheets of 
crystalline guitar drizzled over icebergs 
of monolithic bass and skittering, often 
electronic drums. The Secret Garden? Ho, 
this is music for glaciers, ice flows. These 
bands dazzle like sugar crystals, especially 
Soundpool's'On High', but even I probably 
couldn't stomach a whole album by any of 
them, making this the perfect sampler. No 
one really breaks new ground, or transcends 
the genre, but for en-SHOE-siasts. . .don your 
stripy jumper, flop your fringe around, stare 
down at your DD-6 and party like it's 1 992. 
Fiona Fletcher 



SmaShits: 1 Jahre Shitkatapult 
(Shitkatapult) 

The Finnish have many sayings about alcohol 
but my favourite is , "Just shut up and drink" . 
All those bar-room fripperies - games, songs, 
karaoke, toasts and speeches -just serve 
to get in the way of untrammeled, zen-like 
imbibing. This applies trebly so to Nathan 
Barley-Wke ironic German drinking songs. 
Comedian Helge Schneider's 'Allen In Der 
Bar' is a woozy lunchtime lush of a song, 
repetitive and banal; it fancies itself an early 
Tom Waits, but it's more student revue Noel 
Coward meets the Cabaret soundtrack. 
Ellen Allien proves how good she is at being 
a producer and DJ rather than a rock star 
by singing onTRaumschmiere's 'Driving In 



Whisky', a blurry-eyed Miss Kittin pastiche. 
But everything you need to know about 
this album is summed up by the pissing 
and vomiting noises atthe end of 'Caramba, 
Caracho, Ein Whiskey' by AnaphievsPhlex. 
John Doran 



Thrashing Like A Maniac (Earache) 

Earache have a CD to go with that six-pack 
you just bought. Sixteen bands here, from 
both sides of the Atlantic, all of whom want 
to thrash like it's 1985. There's none of that 
genre-blending, cerebral thrash of the sort 
that blossomed in the Nineties; it's all 
about booze, buddies, and getting caught 
in the mosh. As revivals go, it's certainly 
methodical: Evile, MunipicalWaste, Merciless 
Waste and SSS have the sound, the attitude, 
and the gurgling hints of death metal that 
made Eighties thrash what it was. The chief 
discernible difference the young guns show 
are the references to global warming (neatly 
replacing those spiels on nuclear oblivion). 
How, and more importantly, why, have 
these maniacs captured the spirit of a time 
when they were all in nappies? Couldn't tell 
you, because I was in nappies too. 
Patrick Moran 



Rinse 02: Mixed By Skream (Rinse) 

London ex-pirate Rinse's second compilation 
is less mix CD promoting awesome radio 
station than mix CD promoting awesome 
DJ and producer. Skream's own work 
dominates, with selections moving from 
straight-ahead dubstep bangers to barely- 
altered conscious reggae remixes. 

Opening with a Culture song bastardised 
by an insistent bassy thrum is a neat move, 
but inadvertently highlights how superior 
Joseph Hill's decades-old vocals sound 
floating over their angry backing compared 
to a hundred awkward grime MCs roped 
in to vocalling dubstep. The angry cocker- 
nee samples running through a few songs 
are a bit Football Factory, but a pleasingly 
nasty, bootlegged quality prevails. The 
set's centre is essentially a new Skream 
mini-album. There are more ideas in six 
songs and 17 minutes than in all of his full- 
length from 2006. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Savvas Ysatis and Taylor 
Deupree 



The Sleeping Morning (12k) 

Golden leaves wrapped around tiny 
crystalline structures. Frail and fragmentary, 
like the plaintive whisper songs of Dean 
Roberts or Mark Hollis, baptised by the 
sunlight that comes breaking through 
a bedroom window on a cold winter day. 
The lush fruits of a friendship, one between 
an Athenian and a New Yorker, that has 
been rekindled after a 1 0-year hiatus. Alien 
autobahns gradually dismantled by restless 
ghosts in micro-sound, taking their direction 
from maps forged from country streams and 
Jupiter-8s. 

The Sleeping Beauty is the xand yof 
a nebula of orange vapours, the co-ordinates 
of that deep macrocosmic stain called love 
and its close neighbour, nostalgia. Ysatis 
and Deupree may have tapped into the 
remedy for our modern day blues, helping 
us to recognise them for what they are: 
concepts ephemeral. 
Spencer Grady 
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BRING YQ'ASS TO THE TABLE 



Whiskey fueled 



ire my of blues-drwe 



rock'n'roll, with a high voltage tak* on tjie 



North Hiiiiiiippi Hill 



1 sound. This ain't \ 
"nner party musk! 
km - imu 



ROBYN HITCHCOCK 
shadow cat 

tadusi*e recordings from P 9i- P 9? wiili Beeflieari 

sidesman Moris Ttpper got sting on (tie title cut. 

13 originals + The Wind Cries Mary (Hendrix) 

featuring Terry Edwards. 





ROBOTS IN DISGUISE 

HOf ffl THE MUX BH 

Ttie maverid electro- pop dub with a reputation 
for fash ion -forward style launch their 3rd album, 
developing their signature sound and tell -it- like- 
it-is lyrics.. Produced bf Chris Corner (Sneak w 
Pimps/ I Am X) 



^J SIMON BREED 

J MF JfHTTf A MAG LAMENTS 

"A ireasure" the first complete solo album from 
cult singer Simon Breed, lyrically intriguing, con - 
; ningljr crafted san^s thai are un$etlling aid 
J beautiful in turn." 



HACftQK - EO 



ANTARCTICA^* IT!' 

THE FEHGV1K LEAGUE 

Debut album by mini indie folk orchestra from 

Santa Oui that/recalls Sufjan Stevens, Be-ile % St- 

basiian, The Dedemberim.. Beirut and the Hidden 

Camera. "Highly ftcommesutetf' say 

Skatterbrain. 

MOW &0tt 17 tttt JO BE WED? - CD '■ 

CLUB B| 

THE BOY WHO COULDN1 STOP DREAMING 

The sweet transience of life and ihe doseness of 

death wrapped in the shape of twelve perfect pw 

songi in a summer dress. "Eaquisiie" (Pitdifarki 

mm* fop - » 
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SSM * 

mew ram ajtw for EvomtoN 

On their second album nosi-punk trio SSI 
bnidg.es the divide between Detroit's storied 
histories of techno and garage, and fearlessly 
mfxplws genres 

-CD 



JfcSEQUINS 

THE MATH Of STYLE 

Drawing on the "found offoung Scotland" and a 

rich vein of English post-punk eccentricity. The 

Sequins unleash a debut album of 1 2 wrongpop 

classics, 

mtti LOYE T cjj 



VINNY PECULIAR 

GOODBYE MY ANGRY fRIEHD 

l A lo-fi Luke Haines on a Zig£v Stardust nip... a 
bittersweet bargain basement Bowie of bedsit- 
dwelling stripe - 4 stars' 
The Independent 

FRONMA SEtQADS ■ ED 



-- 1 DIMENSION X 

^i DIMENSION X 

| The paiti-treading encounter of Chris Cofsano, 
I Massimo Pupillu and David Chalmin. rock-noise / 
experimental improvise rs - with the universe of 
the SQs cult science-fiction radio show 
i Dimension X. 



FUZZ AGAINST JUNK 

HETIMETl 

The long awailed second album from one of the 
finest and most orijpnal groups currently emanat- 
ing from the Bristol landscape. 

WADA ■ ED 




THE SECRET GARDEN VOLI 

NU GAZE: THE NEW WAVE Of 5HOEGAZE 

wmi amis 

Sto^caiing some or ihe btsi of the new crop or 
European & American bandv from [he new showgaie 
seen? in: Amujcmeni Park) on Fi ..UlrJch Schnauss 
and many more. 
mnoi cd 



AN AMALGAMATION OF THE FOLLOWING FINE SHOPS DEDICATED TD BRINGING YOl THE FINEST IN NEW HUSK. 



ACORN - YEOVIL / ANDY'S - ABERYSTWYTH 



6 A DISCS - CHESHIRE / AVALANCHE - GLASGOW / BEATDDWN - NEWCASTLE 



B00HKAT.COH / CHEAP THRILLS NEWPORT / CIRCA RECORDS - CUMBRIA / COUNTER CULTURE - HIGH WYCOMBE / CRASH - LEEDS 
DIVERSE ■ NEWPORT / THE DRIFT RECORD SHOP - TOTNES / JACKS • SHEFFIELD / JG WINDOWS • NEWCASTLE / JUMBO ■ LEEDS 
KAHES - STROUD / HORMANRECORDS.COH / ONE UP • ABERDEEN / OUT OF STEP • LEEDS / PICCADILLY • MANCHESTER 



POUR BEAR ■ BIRMINGHAM / PROBE ■ LIVERPOOL / RECORD CORNER - SURREY / RECORD VILLAGE ■ SCUNTHORPE 
REFLEX - NEWCASTLE / RESIDENT - BRIGHTON • AOAD RECORDS - DUBLIN / R0CKAB00H - LEICESTER 
ROCKAWAY - NEWPORT / ROUGH TRADE - EAST / ROUGH TRADE - TALBOT ROAD / ROUNDER - BRIGHTON / RPH - NEWCASTLE 
SELECTADISC - NOTTS / SISTER RAY - LONDON / SONIC BOOH - KETTERING / SOUND IT OUT - STOCKTON ON TEES 
SOUNDCUSH - HORWICH / SPILLERS CARDIFF / SPIN - NEWCASTLE / SQUARE - WIM80URNE / TEHPEST - BIRMINGHAM 
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brief notes 





cccc 

Chaos Is The Cosmos 
(Cold Spring) 

Cult Japanese sonic 
warmongers CCCC 
dive right back in there 
with their first since '96 and eschew dynamic 
foreplay for a good 45-minute pounding. 
A trapped-sounding guitar gasps psych 
solos as it's chainsawed into oblivion, a final, 
lyrical outburst at the point of death. Spoken 
vocals cut through the track's mid-point, 
transmission-like, but it's too late by then, 
and Chaos final section takes you out like a 
pack of spinning, sharp-bladed stars. (FM) 

John Callaghan 

It Might Never 
Happen 
(Uncharted Audio) 

Birmingham electronica 
maverick releases his 
debut album, filled with tales of nudity, death 
and sleep deprivation. Fifteen years in the 
making, the almost prophetically titled It 
Might Never Happen serves as a haunting 
history lesson in the possibilities of 
technological restriction, exploring the 
complexity of simplicity through saccharine 
melodies and music box synth. (BW) 

Club 8 

The Boy Who 
Couldn't Stop 
Dreaming 
I (Fortuna Pop!) 

They do this well, the 
Swedes. Clean guitars, vocals like water over 
ice, frictionless. Whilst at their best when they 
sound less calm -take 'Hopes And Dreams', 
with its mellifluous spirits left to dissipate, 
or the stressed signal of 'Everything Goes' - 
Club 8's mirrorlike mistiness invites too many 
opportunities to drift. (LS) 

Envelopes 

Here Comes The 
Wind (Brille) 

Envelopes are one of 
these sound-like-the- 
Pixies bands doing 
the rounds. Not like Nirvana, who never 
really did, but like The Victorian English 
Gentlemans: the female, bass, singing thang. 
This time, it's Swedish/French Envelopes who 
aren't quite pulling it off. (TH) 

Hayseed Dixie 

No Covers 
(Cooking Vinyl) 

Heavy metal riff- 
swindlers take a stab 
at writing their own 
material. What's here veering between AC/ 
DC power chords, boogie-woogie and 
bluegrass, but the cumbersome references 
and banal lyrics mean they come off more 
like a band covering Hayseed Dixie, poorly. 
Their hick interpretations worked thanks 
to an uncanny element of surprise; without 
the knowing indulgence of the audience, 
though, it's a bit of a waste of time. (ND) 









Junkboy 

Three (Enraptured) 

Noodle fat-free, first- 
wave post-rock just 
like those McEntire/ 
O'Rourke people used 
to make, but prettied up with some 







beautifully executed harmonies and 
psychedelic country/folk stylings. A set 
of sunset snapshots perfect enough to 
restore the dreaded 'mellow' adjective 
to respectability. (JP) 

Lunar Dunes 

From Above 
(Lunar Dunes) 

Grokkingthe 
psychedelic art adorning 
this debut, you might 
expect some cosmic mind-fuck. Sadly, the 
cover's as good as it gets. Remember 
Nineties space-funk jokers The Egg? Even 
they know the backbeat's had its day. Like 
a cross between The Stone Roses and Ozric 
Tentacles - but not in a good way. (DS) 

MCD 

Binary Code 
(Mouthwatering) 

Our man comes off half 
JME's hip grandad, half 
BlakTwang'smore 
serious twin refereeing electro ragga fun. 
Famously lauded in song by Rodney P, MCD 
shares P's blokeish charm and knack for 
rowdacious party starting anthems. Extra 
kudos for getting Roots Manuva and 
Michelle Gayle on the same track. (RS) 

Minus 

The Great Northern 
Whalekill (One Little 
Indian/Smekkleysa) 

Aspot of line-up 
tweaking can't keep the 
snarling and growling from the Icelanders' 
super-octane infernal rock, here allied to 
a growing affinity with QOTSAish melodic 
grapple.The unpredictability, holding the 
danger oftrainwreck, always was integral 
to their utterly exciting music; here, stability 
may reign - but it does so in blood. (JS) 

Miss Kittin 

BatBox 
(Nobody's Bizzness) 

Kittin's second solo 
album doesn't show 
a huge progression from 
those early collaborations with Felix andThe 
Hacker. BatBox\s worth it for the highlights: 
particulary the Moroder-ish 'Pollution of 
the Mind' and 'Wash'N'Dry', which has 
a lonesome-in-space feel. Kittin has acquired 
a neat poetic turn of phrase, but you miss the 
mischievous wit of old. (RW) 

MV&EE 

I Snake's Pass And 
Other Human 
Conditions 
(Singing Knives) 

As the prolific Vermont 
duo release increasingly polished albums 
on Ecstatic Peace, here's a reminder of their 
rambling best, captured live in Sheffield last 
year. Erika Elder's close-up vocals on 'Tea 
Devil' and 'FreightTrain' curl like tobacco 
smoke, while Matt Valentine's lesser voice 
slopes well into his lazy, hazy guitar. (FM) 



Raz Mesinai's 
Badawi 

Unit Of Resistance 
(ROIR) 

Using material recorded 
alongside the rowdy 








2004 Republican National Convention 
protests, an international crew of remixers 
including Kode 9, Filastine, DJ Spooky, 
Marina Rosenfeld, hhyScumclash, DJ / 
Rupture and Seth Ayyaz rework the Badawi 
Qunitet's angry rhythms in diverse directions. 
Dubstep, mahgrebi soundclash, beat-heavy 
churn, turntablist scratchings, avantgarde 
shimmers, jump-up NYC Arabism, infectious 
digital dubs and more. Riot ohm ! (RF) 

Chester P 

From The Ashes 
(Chessmonster 
Entertainment) 

Chester P ain't an MC, 
he's a warrior for the 
peoples army of the republic of council estate 
urban UK.The radical socialist Chuck Norris, 
with mic skills. As leader of famed UK rap 
miserablistsTask Force he helped inspire the 
wave of quantum navel-gazing which almost 
killed the genre a few years back, but that's 
a lame excuse for passing this by. And 
foolish, cos where imatators fail From The 
/\s/7es rides victorious with a possessed 
confidence surely the result of batshit 
insanity, desperation, or both. (RS) 

Prosumer And 
MuratTepeli 

Serenity (Ostgut Ton) 

The high points on this 
Berlin house duo's 
debut album pop and 
swing like a modern deep house infused with 
the spirit of Eighties groove. Tracks like 'Turn 
Around', 'The Craze' and 'Butterfly' have 
a subtle, slinky touch that's totally infectious. 
The more abstract moments sound a bit dry 
and directionless, though. (RW) 

Hans-Joachim 
Roedelius And 
Tim Story 

Inlandish(Gronland) 

Gaseous drifts and 
beatific 2 1st Century 
furniture music mark the third collaboration 
of neo-classical composer Story with one 
of the great pioneers of electronic music. 
Together they make an ingeniously 
unwinding selection of delicately poised 
pieces, sidestepping the ambient and new 
age tags by virtue of being involving. (RF) 

Scanners 

Violence Is Golden 
(DimMak/lnflux) 

People keep comparing 
this lot to Sonic Youth, 
which I don't really get, 
unless Thurston and chums did a straight 
down the line new wave record I missed 
somewhere. All kinda predictable, but singer 
Sarah Daly has a nicely eerie whine, while 
sturm und drang opener 'Joy' is so unsubtle 
it should be given a medal. (AL) 

Katie Stelmanis 

Join Us (Blocks 
Recording Club) 

Ontario-based Italian- 
Latvian songwriter/ 
composer Stelmains 
plays haughty experimental pop built 
from strict harpsichord, piano, sequenced 
electronics and a flourishing, multi-layered 
vocal I'm finding it actually, literally, 
impossible not to compare to Kate Bush. 








Honest: I tried. The title track - possibly the 
best here - marks the midpoint between Bat 
For Lashes and Fischerspooner; shouldn't 
work, but really, it does. (LP) 

Tenhornedbeast/ 
Marzuraan 

Split 

(Aurora Borealis) 

Intriguing, not entirely 
compatible, split 
between longstanding dark ambient droner 
ChristopherWalton, aka Tenhornedbeast, 
and Newcastle post-metal trio Marzuraan. 
Tenhornedbeast's 30-minute netherworld 
drift is elegantly done, with surges of 
atonality and sepulchral vocal scarring its icy 
patina, and the Nineties-ish sound responds 
well to high volume. Marzuraan's lo-fi take 
on the Isis/Jesu thing is an unlikely AB choice, 
but a cumulatively pleasant one, with 
lengthy guitar explorations loose enough 
to be snagging and poignant, and a hesitant, 
unmannered vocal. (FM) 

Valet 

Naked Acid (Kranky) 

Dictionary definition of 
a valet is a "personal 
manservant". Is 
Portland's Honey 
Owens merely a servant to the ethereal 
forces pouring through her music, a free 
spirit buffeted by unchosen winds? Like 
the most tripped-out segments of Jackie 0- 
Motherfucker, a transportational free-drone 
delight for secluded midnight glades. (EA) 

Various 

Peter Grummich 
Plays Staubgold: 
Dinner Music 
For Clubbers 
(Staubgold) 
Main aim for this mini-review of Dinner 
Music For Clubbers: do not resort to recipe- 
style music journalese (chop beats into fine- 
sliced techno slabs, soak in a broth of inky 
jazz)forthat isWorst Idea Ever. Instead, hand 
over to Berlin's Grummich, who sequences 
archive cuts into blurred, bright sound 
collage. Soporific electronics, crystalline folk, 
and a cut from No Neck Blues Band mean 
there's something for everyone, whatever 
your taste. Urn, not taste. Persuasion. (LP) 

Various 

Taking Back What's 
Ours:TheEmo 
Diaries: Chapter 11 
(Deep Elm) 

Deep Elm continue 
their 'we were there first' campaign against 
the corporate emo hordes, though it's 
questionable there's enough of a chasm 
between the international crop of solemn 
young men clustered on Taking Back What's 
Oursand the mainstream sob-rock that stole 
its terminology. Some navel-gazing schmaltz, 
although Wales' reliably coruscating Panel 
channel Rites Of Spring passion with some 
of the heft of, say, Helmet. (LP) 

Brief notes by: Euan Andrews, 
Nat Davies, Andrzej Lukowski, 
Richard Fontenoy,Tom Howard, 
Frances Morgan, James Papademetrie, 
Louis Pattison, Joe Shooman, Daniel 
Spicer, Ringo P Stacey, Lauren Strain, 
Robin Wilks 
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"Power throws off any lingering 
British ness & lurns direcHy towards 
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The most anticipated album of the vear 
by the most influential hip hop band of 
q\\ time. Wu Tang Clan p Diagrams' 
available in stores and download NOW! 



4el' 

Featuring Mark Ann and .Steve Iurner fn 
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Monkeywren 



jTunng Mark. Ami and ore ve iurner from 
Mud honey. Ifs been almost 8 years, but 
rwrench relurn with a new sludio album. 



Released 11 th February. 




Solin Mod nly re's first album since dropping 
. e Mul! Historical Society pseudonym. 

Produced by Lemon Jelly's Nick Franglen, II 
is Mocinlyres most remarkable and fully 
realised album to date. 



tis is. the joog-o waited foltayv-up lo 

2006 s, highly successful alburn 

A Blessing And A Curse. 

No other bond in tne fasrt 1 j[eacs 

has excited me as much as DBT. 

Craig Finn (The Hold Steady] 




a mum mtw M 

Songdog's best and mosl ambitious 
album. Dork and sinister and beautiful... 
jthefr] songs are by Sums sexy, scary, 
funny, creepy, heartbreaking ond usually 
always brilliant," Uncut 
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'Do You Like Rock Music?" is (he 

Running new record ^™ rtii " 

national treasures, 

Power. Jt's hard lo ir 

they could fop their previous. 

efforts but fheyVe done it here I 
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Tipped by Music Week as one of 2008 s 

ones lo watch, be sure to check oul 

Baby Dee live in the Spring, 

Released 1 1th February. 
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Dawn McCarthy & Bonny Billy Wai Notes' 

limited edition release of the demos for 
the full-length release The Letting Go'. 
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here comes the nice 

Words: Emily Bick 
Illustration: Dimitri Simakos 

Exploding scenes and exotic personas: swinging hipsters, 
man-machines and the mystique of the ersatz East 



Gary Numan: Replicas Redux (Beggars Banquet) 

Various: The Changing Of The Guard:The Sixties London Pop Explosion (el) 

Various: Do The Pop Redux Part One (Savage Beat) 

Korla Pandit: The Grand Moghul Suite/The Universal Language Of Music Volume 1 (Cherry Red) 



Gary Numan's Replicas begs the question about 
Numan: "Is he serious?" He's awkward, because 
it's always been hard to tell. Even Kraftwerk's man- 
machine dreams were tongue in-cheek droll. There's 
something a bit undignified about posing as post- 
human and really meaning it. My former flatmate 
used to keep a stack of jumble-sale Jackies in the loo 
and one of them had a Gary Numan pin-up from the 
Replicas era. Poor Gary had un-airbrushed skin to 
rival the lunar surface and long-ignored dark roots, 
and we'd look at his picture while taking dumps. But 
that's OK, because Replicas was based on heavy 
reading of Philip K Dick, who cut the slick tech stuff 
with the broken and scatological. I love the come 
here, now go away, tetchiness of 'Are Friends 
Electric' and 'Me! I Disconnect From You!' Lots of 
songs have silly titles - 'Praying To The Aliens'? But 
the paranoid android mask slips with the gorgeous 
'Down In The Park', an ode to angsty skulking 
through the kind of scrubby wasteland where 
you'd be more likely to find a crumpled page from 
Razzle in the bushes than anything shiny or metallic. 
Serious or not, I just want to give him a hug. 

Sadly, The Changing Of The Guard: The Sixties 
London Pop Explosion is too serious, and seriously 
boring. If you've seen Changing Of The Guard's 
inspiration (and main musical source), Peter 
Whitehead's documentary Tonite Let's All Make 
Love In London, you know what you're getting. 
Even if you haven't, you don't need to, because 



there have been a zillion 'I Heart The Sixties', fashion 
revivals and adverts. I could die happy without ever 
having to listen to 'Itchycoo Park' again or having 
to hear Andrew Loog Oldham ramble about being 
young and free - and while that is no fault of any 
of these late Sixties interviewees, I don't see social 
revolution as much as cultural harbingers of Sunday 
Supplement lifestyle capitalism. 

The tragedy is that the one song that drives the 
film, Pink Floyd's 'Interstellar Overdrive', is nowhere 
to be found - maybe the licensing fees were too 

Serious or not, I just 
want to give him a hug 

high, or Roger Waters decided to be a dick about 
it, who knows, but that song, with its repetitive, 
aggressive riff that cycles again and again until it 
sputters out (of exhaustion? Lack of uh, rocket 
fuel?) is probably the best metaphor for the film 
and its summation of an era. If you really have never 
encountered any of this, find the film instead. 

After so much of the cloying and overfamiliar, 
Do The Pop Redux Part One perversely kicks the 
Pavlovian nostalgia triggers into gear because it's 
tricky to place. This is the first volume of a three-part 
compilation of Australian punkfrom 1977-1981. 
I don't know how it was over here, but growing up 
in the US like I did, Australia in the Eighties was sort 
of like some looking-glass alternate universe that 



was almost like our own. So instead of the shouty 
hardcore 1 -2-3-4-ing you might expect, we get 
Stooges-ish, Nuggets-y garage rock. But it's twisted, 
too. Some songs, like The Chosen Few's 'There's 
A Lot Of It Going Around' have guitars that chug 
along like Black Sabbath's 'Paranoid', and a fairfew 
of these bands sound like The Feelies. Everyone 
included seems to be connected to someone 
else here - especially The Victims, featuring Dave 
Faulkner, of Hoodoo Gurus fame. The liner notes 
have been written with a graduate-thesis level of 
obsessive footnotes, and if you want to know what 
the suburbs of Perth sounded like, in 1 981 , you will 
find out. Scenes like this probably mean more to 
people who were there, but this collection has been 
put together with real affection and it's a lot of fun. 

But the real, ahem, jewel in the turban of 
this batch of reissues is Korla Pandit's The Grand 
Moghul Suite/The Universal Language Of Music 
Volume 7. In 1 948, John Roland Redd, the son 
of a black mother and white father, found early 
television fame as Korla Pandit. The Pandit persona 
was a Brahmin from New Delhi who played the 
organ while staring mesmerically at the viewer. 
His compositions are full of kitsch orientialism that 
swings from f u-manchu twiddlings to sitar twangs, 
overlaid with nuggets of philosophical cheese. 
Sweet and strange, these two albums here float 
along like soundtracks to fever dreams, the aural 
equivalent of Tretchikoff green-lady paintings. And 
what a sense of play this guy had ! He became his 
persona to the point where he spoke in an English 
accent and drove a car with a license plate that 
read " 1 AM KP" . It's the kind of thing that you'd 
expect of Gary Numan. 
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talking jive 

Words: John Doran 
Illustration: Marcus Oakley 

Girl Talk 

Night Ripper (Illegal Art) 

The bootleg orthe mash-up is music's natural 
level when not shielded by the artificial 
protection of copyright laws. I could take 
this back through the blues and folktradition 
totheMesolithic, but a brief look at the last 
half a century will do. In the free market of 
Jamaica's pop industry, what was bad for the 
producer was good forthe consumer-check 
Althea And Donna's versioning of Marcia 
Aitken's 'I'm Still In Love' or Jackie Mittoo's 
free and easy ways with bending The Beatles 
to the protest against sufferation. Likewise 
Led Zep's 'trad/arr. Zepp' sleight of hand. 
Through Kool Here's bloc party beat juggling, 
via Grandmaster Flash On The Wheels Of Steel 
to Coldcut's 70 Minutes Of Madness, it's always 
been with us. So the veneer of modernity 
scraped away we're left with one question - 
is this latest 'illicit' bootleg album any good? 
And (as Stars On 45, Whose Line Is It Anyway 
and Jive Bunny have always been with us) the 



HT 



PPBR 



answer is no - it's ten pounds of horse shit in 
a five pound bag. 

Originally released 1 8 months ago in 
America to the joy of breathless hipsters 
(who were presumably just pleased to have 
their own wunderkind, rather than having to 
lookto Belgium or London) it was just plain 
aggravating. Now it's like someone vomiting 
blood into your ears. Anyone looking beyond 
rockist horizons will be able to see that there 
is a modicum of skill to making a good bootleg 
but this is probably as much to do with 

It's ten pounds of horse 
shit in a five pound bag 

production as engineering. Mark Perry's 
exhortation of, "Here's a chord... now go 
and form a band" in the 21st Century could 
be " Here is a cracked copy of Soundf orge. . . 
now go and make a bootleg". Girl Talk scaled 
dizzying new heights of atrocity with this 
disc, though, and his secret weapon is 
sheer relentlessness. 

Before your brain has had time to process 
the fact you're listening to Phil Collins mixed 
with Fat Man Scoop, you're already listening 




to 'Jet' mixed into 'We Belong Together' by 
Mariah Carey. It's impossible to work out how 
the Fisherprice My-First-Decks mixing of 
'Hypnotize' into 'Let's Talk About Sex' got so 
bad given that it's sequenced. And for fucking 
fuck's sake: tone-lock the vocals! In between 
Elton John sounding like he's inhaled helium 
and D12 coming on likethey'reslipping into a 
coma, if this album was a child you'd slap it 
with an open palm. 

After sitting through 2 Live Crew's 'We 
Want Some Pussy' rammed into Wings' 'Silly 
Love Songs' you would almost have more 
respect for him if he had have combined 
Consolidated and The Mace Lads but the most 
gauche inclusion here is a ragged chunk of 
M/A/R/R/S' 'Pump Up The Volume' which, in 
three seconds, reminds you how good collage 
can be when given even a cursory amount of 
thought. If there was one major problem with 
the TV adaptation of 'Nathan Barley' it was 
that the main character was all too likeable. 
He was just a young, slightly daft lad having a 
laugh. If a new version were made in keeping 
with Charlie Brooker's singularly acerbic vision 
of Cunt, then this would be the soundtrack 
played on loop through every single episode. 



Andrew WK 



Close Calls With Brick Walls (Load) 

Equal parts David Koresh and David Lee 
Roth, the philosophy of AndrewWK is 
so convoluted that the only medium big 
enough to capture its awesome power is 
rock opera. AWagnerian orchestral intro 
rolls into a space rock cover of Kiss and 
collapses into the last song in the west end 
musical production of The Wall, starring 
Richard Kleiderman. 

This limited edition American release, 
in painful to look at orange and blue vinyl, 
is at once Fascist stoner-grunge and liberal 
terrorism, the sonic equivalent of Lindsey 
Lohan hanging from her tits in a remake of 



Cannibal Ferox. But mock not the gospel of 
the MTV messiah. Having all but forgotten 
about the Nietzschean force of 'Party Till You 
Puke', we made the grave error of dismissing 
AndrewWK's second album The Wolf, as an 
anticlimax. In fact, it was merely a prelude to 
the logical conclusion that is Close Calls With 
Brick Walls. 

Yes, it sounds like a self-help manual 
sung by Elton John as he tries to dodge 
falling grand pianos in some demented video 
game, and you need to learn to accept your 
inner dad as much as your inner child to get 
it. But according to AndrewWK's system of 
anarcho-egotism, the relativism of good and 
evil is nullified by the absolute concept of 



'fun'. Personally, we find his vision terrifying, 
insane and quite possibly genius. Be afraid. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Meronia (Ektro) 

There's an agreeable heft to chunks of 
Circle's 1 994 debut album, as they grind 
out blueprints of the sort of single-minded 
riffs which have made them the heavyweight 
contenders of the drone metal scene with 
a good 20-plus albums undertheir many 
studded belts. 

As might be expected, parts nod in the 
wind tunnel-driven direction of Loop - 'DNA' 
for example sounds suspiciously like 'Arc Lite' 



- while some tracks have a more post-rock 
tone and others flare into crazed cosmic 
metal. Whatever the history and influences, 
Meronia is still a staggering first album, 
easily as vital as the best of their subsequent 
releases and exhilarating live shows. 

The intensity of the material is 
impressive, sounding fresh and vital even 
when occasionally a little crisply digital. 
When the violin springs from nowhere, 
wriggling around the intoned choral 
vocals, orthe lurching proggish rhythms 
are shot through with unearthly growls 
and synth curls, it's like rediscovering Circle 
all over again. 
Richard Fontenoy 
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NWA 

Straight Outta Compton (Priority/EMI) 

How bizarre to be writing a review of Straight Outta 
Compton. Whether to begin, "Dear reader, are you saying 
you haven't you got it already, you cocksucking white-boy 
fuck?" or "Dear reader, it depends how you like it aurally — 
are you a Righteous and Riotous Madame Analogue or a Little Miss Digital 
Precision?" Or "Dear EMI, you are obviously cashing in, and lam only slightly 
bothered about getting to hear Snoop on 'Gangsta Gangsta'. You don't like 
what I'm saying? Well, fuck you." 

Instead, let me put it like this. Twenty years ago, there was Straight 
Outta Compton. There was 'Fuck Tha Police' and right-wing outrage at the 
monstrous boom of its nethers, its bullet-firing funk and that screech getting 
in your orifices like some sick parasite from the motherland. There were 
bleeps and bass stolen from Mantronix, and soul samples brutally robbed 
from their homes and shoved in the middle of a land of money and drugs 
and hoes and cop-killing. It was the sound of the American superego caving 
in on itself. 

And then there were the LA Riots (1 992), and Eazy fell out with Dre 
and Dre formed Death Row with Suge Knight, who depending on who you 
believe had something to do with Tupac's death (1 996) only a year after 
Eazy E, who had seven children by six women, died of AIDS (1 995). NWA 
entered mythology. And then we got Eminem, Jay-Z and umbrellas. It was 
never so rude, so ruff, so shocking, again. Retrospectively, NWA is normally 
tagged the bridge between Public Enemy's noise revolution, and the mindless 
amorality of what followed in its wake. Twenty years on, may it yet again be 
scrawled on a wall like this: "What the fuck happened?" 
Melissa Bradshaw 



organic drones providing a hushed space 
forTibetto pour forth his post-Biblical 
poetic sermons on the possibility of spiritual 
redemption through material suffering. 
Hypnotically fascinating. 
Daniel Spicer 




Press My Hungry Button 
(Vinyl On Demand) 

Following up on the success of the re-release 
of early cassette material as Enormous 
Savages, this double album digs up further 
gems of elliptical synth pop and post-punk 
weirdness. Three of the songs were written 
by John Balance, and while his lyrics presage 
his later mordant, mystical obsessions in 
Coil, the band's own songs match his for 
linguistic games and grim commentaries 
on an Eighties cultural decline. 

Listened to a quarter of a century later, 
it's easy now to place the group as very 
English contemporaries to the Neue 
Deutsche Welle of arty German electronic 
experimentalists like Der Plan or Pyrolator. 
There's a similar playful attitude to what 
were new devices then: analogue synths, 
pre-digital effects, and above all four-track 
tape decks which made inventive home 
recording reachable. The results spark with 
the boundless energy of exploration as the 
band test the limits of their- now desirably 
primitive - gear as much as their creativity. 
Richard Fontenoy 
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Of Ruine Or Some Blazing Starre 
(DurtoJnana) 

David Tibet's follow-up to the classic Thunder 
Perfect Mind was originally released in 1994 
but, such is the timelessness of his unique, 
mythopoeiac vision, it sounds like it could 
just as easily have been part of the late- 
Sixties acid-folk boom as the freak-folk 
scene of the last few years. 

Having worked with both Shirley Collins 
and Ben Chasny, Tibet's the missing link 
between the two but he's essentially 
operating outside of any continuum, 
blissfully inhabiting a universe of his own 
making, a latter-day William Blake, peering 
through the veil of reality, drawing his own 
conclusions about the fate of mankind and 
presenting them in song. And pretty little 
ditties they are too: Michael Cashmore's 
sweetly fingerpicked acoustic guitar figures, 
augmented by Steven Stapleton's subtle, 



The Gun Club 



Ahmed's Wild Dream (Cherry Red) 

If you ain't heard I ain't gonna tell you: 
suffice it to say that the various line-ups and 
break-ups of The Gun Club read like a who's 
who of the hip scene from New York to Berlin 
and back, and if you were planning on 
starting with the back catalogue then you 
could do worse than Ahmed's Wild Dream. It 
ain't the best of the bunch; fact, it's positively 
monotextured next to some of the studio 
stuff, but you've got to know that the line-up 
-featuring Kid Congo Powers on guitar and 
Romi Mori on bass- was [arguably] the most 
successful of them all, and more to the point, 
all this shit is live, and sounding like the very 
lyrical beginning of grunge and the very 
visceral progression of punk. 

It ain't original, but it's seminal, and it's 
the real and very bloody thing. They don't 
make bastard hell-bothering drug-sex 
soundtrack stuff like this any more. Hit it. 
Jesse Darlin' 



Paul Haig 



Chain (Cherry Red) 

I love Josef K: the buried vocals, the scratchy 
guitars, the Buster Keaton suits, The Velvet 
Underground obsession, their splitting 
up after one album, them pissing off 
Paul Morley because they didn't go pop 
- everything. I didn't bother with any post 
K solo careers, and my lack of interest is 
justified by Chain. Lead singer Paul Haig, 
at some point, went from being a cross 
between Lou Reed and Sinatra to a camp Ian 
McCulloch backed by the 'new wave' demo 
on a cheap synth. By the time second song 
'True Blue' plays, lines like "It doesn't have 
to be like this" seem more relevant to Haig's 
career than whatever relationship he's 
singing about. 
Ben Webster 



Lungfish 



Rainbows From Atoms (Dischord) 

Tightly coiled and highly charged. This 
is Daniel AIL) Higgs circa 1993, priorto 
his becoming the self-appointed inter- 
dimensional song-seamstress and Corpse 
Dancer Of The Mystic Crag, intent on 
executing a slow disappearance further up 
his own mythology. Even back then he was 
something of a sermoniser, but back then 
the music matched the message. Birth and 
death are the twin engines driving these 
meditative mantras that gently sway with 
a hypnotic swagger, these surrealist lullabies 
for a disoriented generation. Each exotic 
utterance delivered by Higgs is performed 
with such sincerity and vigour that it feels 
more like a call to arms, if only we knew what 
it was we were being called for. 

On Rainbows From Atoms Lungfish 
sounded less like a band and more like an 
enchanted organism, one with the voice and 
mind of a visionary shaman. 
Spencer Grady 



Mars Bonfire 



Faster Than The Speed Of Life (Rev-ola) 

Standard issue psych pop from the man who 
wrote 'Born To Be Wild', became a founding 
member of Steppenwolf and Sparrow, and 
collaborated with Gene Vincent, The Seeds 
and The Modern Lovers. 

Originally released twice in 1 968: it 
features reinterpretations of Steppenwolf 
songs, and serves as an example of what 
having an international hit, and retiring at 
24, can do to a musician's songwriting. 
Ben Webster 



Napalm Death 



Utopia Banished (Earache 

The first release from Birmingham's anarcho- 
grind hydra since the departure of the 
group's last founding member Mick Harris, 
1992's Utopia Banished fmtis Napalm Death 
torn between harkening back to their roots 
and embracing a harsh newfuture.There's 
still echoes of the concentrated, pure-filth 
compression of 1 986's Scum, but Utopia 
Banished 'comes with a slicker, death-metal 
tinged production that rather dates it 
to its decade (don't expect the severely 
compressed, see-every-tendon crispness 
of modern grind; 'I Abstain' and 'Christening 
Of The Blind' whirlwind and jack-knife in 
a sludge-pit of painstakingly calibrated 
distortion). As ever with ND, the lyric sheet is 
art in itself, an anarcho Dead Sea Scrolls that 
transposes trudging penance and dreams 
of salvation onto the grey dystopia of post- 
Thatcher Britain: "Reproach envelops me/ 
A hierarchy through violence -street society/ 
I voice my contempt". 
Louis Pattison 



Dory Previn 



The Art Of Dory Previn (Zonophone/EMI) 

Thanks to recent nods from various hipsters 
(Jarvis Cocker on Desert Island Discs, Stuart 
Murdoch on his favourite lyricists, a song 
on Camera Obscura's last album), Dory 
Previn's dark ditties from the early Seventies 
are enjoying a long overdue revival. As 
a songwriter, she's up there with Randy 
Newman at his most caustic, Dylan at his 
most bitchy, or Cohen at his most wry. But in 
her ability to merge cutting spite with social 
satire, amid genuinely heartfelt pleas from 
the lonely and lost (not least on 'The Lady 
With The Braid'), her lyrics are closer to the 



poems of Dorothy Parker than those of any 
musical peer. 

Amid deceptively jaunty vaudeville and 
light blues arrangements, Previn channels 
her personal demons and past ordeals: 
childhood abuse, the Hollywood machine, 
divorce, madness, radical therapy. But while 
there's never any shortage of songwriters 
tackling angsty fare, few dare to do so with 
the emphasis on dark wit and bittersweet 
humour. More's the pity. On this, her first 
personally-selected compilation, a spoken 
word aside neatly bottles Previn's style: 
"/ was born left-handed. But the nuns where 
I went to school said it wasn't right. So they 
broke me of it. And now I'm right-handed, 
just like I'm supposed to be. And now I'm 
fine. I'm just fine. Really. Really! " 
Dickon Edwards 



TheTriffids 



Early Singles Box Set (Domino) 

If it ain't baroque don't fix it, I dissent, in 
reference to theTriffids' ambitious march 
beyond the limits of pop convention towards 
the lavish orchestrations of their later work. 
Sweetly, the charm of early Triff ids- those 
lite melodies and darling rhythms- is 
exquisitely explored here in a re-packaging 
of five of the West Australians' pre-album 
vinyl singles (complete with code to 
download digitally). Like Elvis Costello And 
The Attractions' Get Happy, 'Bad Timing' 
rolls on the thighs of a thousand shiny Stax 
singles. A creepy Birthday Party rip-off ('Let 
her Rot') has decayed tremendously, but 
I suppose that is the point. 'A Place In The 
Sun' features amusing lyrical sentiment and 
a bad-arse bassline, 'Reverie' is damn near 
prettier than words, while all five singles 
showcase singer David McComb's boyish 
tenor swabbed generously with reverb. 
Shane Moritz 



Eccentric SoukThe Outskirts Of Deep 
City (Numero Group) 

Yet another in Numero Group's matchless 
series of exhumations of provincial Sixties 
US Sixties and Seventies soul: a sound often 
more ragged and earthy and raw than its 
chart-bound contemporaries, but the more 
essential for that.This time, it's the turn of 
Miami's Reid, Sun Cut and Lloyd labels: 
music sprawling and fumigating and buzzing 
and wailing and testifying all the way across 
the suburbs-the deep, horn-blasted female 
soul of Betty Wright and Lynn Williams, The 
Rollers' mellifluous Chi-Lites-esque 'One 
Little Piece', Perk Badger (check that name 
out!)'s James Brown groovin"Do Your Stuff, 
the good-time Nasty Dog Catchers. . . but it's 
the uber-rare Helene Smith 'The Pot Can't 
TalkAboutThe Kettle' tear-jerker (only two 
copies of the initial 300 run are known to 
exist) that's the icing here. Man, makes me 
wish I still had my old pair of Northern Soul 
dancing shoes to hand... 

As ever, Numero supply archive photos, 
sleeve notes, appendixes and info to die for. 
Everett True 



Kitsune Maison Compilation Vol 5 
(Kitsune) 

Kitsune has always been Ed Banger's 
inconsistent little brother, their compilations 
never reaching the heights of EdRecVol 1 
and 2, and with the majority of their roster 
leaving as soon as a whiff of something 
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Words: Everett True 

Illustration: Ben Newman 

Various 

Wavy Gravy Vol 1 : For Adult Enthusiasts (Beware) 

Maybe you could blame Kenny Everett. 

Capitol Radio's much-derided DJ released a 
record in 1 978 entitled The World's Worst Record 
Showon puke-green vinyl, featuring such gems as 
Jimmy Cross' urn, morbid 'I Want My Baby Back', 
Nervous Norvus' hyperactive 'Transfusion' and Mrs 
Mills doing 'A Lover's Concerto' all wrong. It was, 
despite all indications to the contrary, an excellent 
compilation. It tapped into a rich lode of novelty 
records (William Shatner's series of deconstructed 
Sixties classics and Queen's 'Bohemian Rhapsody' 
were also favourites on The Kenny Everett Show) 
and garage recordings from the dawn of rock. It 
proved bad taste could make for great party music. 

Or maybe you could blame The Cramps. 

The goo-goo muck overlords legitimised bad 
taste - Russ Meyer films, fetish accoutrements and 
low-down desperate rock'n'roll - at a time (early 
punk) when it seemed there was a danger of 
everyone getting too worthy on our asses. 
Doubtless, sooner or later, someone else would 



have unearthed such Fifties and Sixties trash rock 
classics as The Trashmen's 'Surf in' Bird', Andre 
Williams' 'Bacon Fat' and Jack Scott's timeless 
'The Way I Walk' - but it certainly didn't hurt that 
The Cramps (and also Ramones and all those that 
followed, from The Mummies, Dead Moon and 
The Gories onwards) did it with such panache. 

So yeah, you could blame loads of folk: Kenny 
Everett, Lux Interior, drive-in movie critic Joe Bob 
Briggs, any politician who ever thought it was 
a good idea to reach the kids via rock'n'roll, Eddie 
Romero, The B-52's, too many liquid breakfasts, 

John Waters would 
be proud 

BoDiddley, LinkWray, Man...OrAstroman?,The 
Sonics...but, listen up. Forget them all for a sec, for 
what we have here is the genuine item, a chance 
to drop straight in among the trash and get good 
and mucky. What we have here is Wavy Gravy. 
The concept behind this fabled late Eighties 
collection (the first in three) is simple enough. Scarf 
up a few dozen intros and trailers for B-movie flicks 
and TV shows such as Graveyard Tramps, Chain 
Gang Women and Bloody Pit Of Horror, plus of 
course Russ Meyer (Beyond The Valley Of The Dolls, 



Sweet Suzy) and use them as interludes between 
the real meat, 1 8 bona fide classics from the vault. 
It may be a simple concept, but it's damn effective. 

The material ranges from downright genius 
(The Juveniles' free range 'Bo Diddley', The Triads' 
goofy take on 'Bacon Fat', The Shandelles' 'Go Go 
Gorilla'). . .to likeable oddities (Ho Ho Laughing 
Monster's self-titled single, The Motions' 'Bumble 
Bee '65', a sped-up Ventures-style instrumental 
that buzzes and bewitches, Igor & The Maniacs' 
swampy monster mash 'The Big Green'. . .to a few 
deranged nuggets (Senator Everett McKinney's 
appeal for the youth vote with 'Wild Thing', 
Selwyn Cox's yodelling bluegrass lament 'His Name 
Is Jesus', Wendell Austin's zeitgeist-missing 'LSD'). 
Not a trick is missed, not a second is wasted. 

It's not like, at this late stage where 1 0-CD 
psych box sets of The Rubble Collection go for 
30 quid on Amazon, anything is new, but it 
all hangs together so brilliantly, with such 
consummate bad taste. John Waters would be 
proud. And fuck, this last appeared 20 years back. 

That's more than enough time for a generation 
to rediscover Baron Daemon straddling the middle 
ground between The Shadows and Screamin' Jay 
Hawkins on 'Ghost Guitar'. And of course there's 
a version of 'Psycho' present. 



bigger comes along (Bloc Party, Hot Chip, 
Klaxons) the school reports reads 'Has 
potential, must try harder'. That was until the 
arrival of Digitalism, who contribute one of 
the album's highlights, with 'Pogo' showing, 
finally, some emotion is being injected 
into the Parisian electro scene. The other 
highlight: Does It Offend You, Yeah?'s 'Let's 
Make Out', sounds not unlike Sabbath's 
Geezer Butler if he'd spent his teens in 
a Hoxton toilet. Yes, the verse is annoying, in 
a generic post-punk way, but with an outro 
that sounds like Stephen Malkmus selling his 
soul and Sebastian manning the crossroad 
toll booth, who cares? 
Ben Webster 



Rough Trade Shops: Counter Culture 07 

One doesn't like to pay for CDs, if you know 
what I mean, but in this case one should 
make an exception. The blurb makes grand 
claims about this being the strongest 
Counter Culture release yet, and you know 
what? It could well be. In recent years it's 
tended towards the dreary and the noisy, but 
this mix offers up a ear-licking plethora of 
audioweird: very different, discrete nuggets 
of post-whatever pop that you, as somebody 
who has boughtthis magazine and who 
reads this review, ought to be able to 
reference. You'll know some of this stuff 
already- Dan Deacon, No Age, Mika Miko, 



Pete And The Pirates - the bangin' hits of 
Underland that we've already been dancing 
to in our living rooms. It's not a journey of 
discovery for the obscurer-than-thou indie 
bitch. It's just a juicy, glossy flip-through 
catalogue of what The Kids Really Want. 
Jesse Darlin' 



Stax Chartbusters Vols 1 -6 
(Stax/Concord) 

Six CDs. That's 108 songs. That's 108 
moments of Southern fried, Southern fired 
magic.There's RufusThomas, strutting his 
stuff on 'DoThe Funky Chicken'. There's 
Carla Thomas, breakin' hearts and singing 



so sweet on 'I Play For Keeps'. Shirley Brown 
comes on all sisterly on 'Woman To Woman' 
(the label's final US R&B Number One in 
1 974). Isaac Hayes digs down low and funky 
on 'Walk On By'. There's JohnnieTaylor, 
William Belljhe Mad Lads, The Staple 
Singers, Eddie Floyd. . .we could be here all 
night, y'know. Funk, sophistication, honey- 
blasted soul, triumphal gospel . . .what didn't 
Stax have? As RufusThomas put it, "Motown 
had the sweet but Stax had the funk" . 

Hyperbole aside, these compilations 
come with requisite sleeve notes and house 
design, and veer quite heavily towards the 
funk side of things. 
Everett True 
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somewhere out there: creating states 



Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Slovenian industrial agitators Laibach have been playing with ideas of identity and culture for 
almost 30 years. As Volk is released on DVD # we ask: could their subversive reading of pop be more 
relevant now than ever? 



There's nothing stranger than going into a pub to 
meet a mythical propaganda machine and being 
confronted by a really nice guy called Ivan. The very 
idea of individuals with names and identities seems 
to counter the essence of the band. For years, 
Laibach presented themselves to the world in 
group communiques: capital bold letter statements 
emanating from the 'state in time' administration 
of NSK, reflecting the heavy baritone of their main 
vocalist, Milan Fras. Somehow the seriousness of 
their project has never been undermined by its 
inherent silliness (at one gig, Fras struggled to enter 
the stage as his stag's horns got in the way). Yet the 
uncertainty that Laibach evokes as to whether the 
joke is on them, on us or even there at all, keeps 
their presence charged, both on and off stage, 
despite the transformations they have undergone 
over the past 27 years. During this time, they have 
taken the piss, sure, but they have also distilled a 
kind of essence of the history of Western popular 
music, from its militant beat to its mass mobilisation. 

Laibach's importance lies in the less obviously 
musical subversions of cultural meaning. Take, for 
example, the substitution of a Slovenian drinking 
song for a rowdy pub jingle on their cover of The 
Beatles' entire Let it Be album. In Ivan Novak's 
words: "We chose pop music because it is so stupid. 
Pop music is not understood to be proper culture, 
but it is the most important form of culture of our 
time. At the same time, pop doesn't make sense 
anymore. . .the industry is dying: records don't sell, 
everyone can do what they want - download songs, 
make music -there's no relation between making 
music and selling it. Music is over-populated now." 

So why persist in making music? 

"What Laibach are doing is something different: 
to use the media to implant something that we 
would call 'art' in another time, if art wasn't so 
closed in its system and perception. In music, you 
can still get mixed audiences, mixed generations, 
different people. Laibach cannot sell enough 
records to make sense in the industry, so we create 
art in the form of pop music. " 

The kind of art Laibach make has never been 
more relevant. Their popularity among industrial 
goths has unjustly marginalised them as relics of 
a certain period style, but in this age of post-irony 
their critique of the systems in which they work 
stands out as a form of political engagement rare 
in any art form. The band first formed in the early 
Eighties under Tito's regime, and was immediately 
banned from playing under its scandalous name 
(which was the occupied name of Ljubljana under 



the Nazis). They came up with NSK (Neue 
Slowenische Kunst) as an alternative name, only 
to add insult to injury by resorting to German to 
declare a new Slovenian art. 

Since then, NSK has spawned visual art (IRWIN), 
graphic design (NK), theatre (Scipion Nasice) and 
applied and pure philosophy departments, as well 
as the aforementioned state apparatus (you can still 
get passports from http://www.nskstate.com). 
Under communism, these groups perfected their 
strategies of what Zizek calls " Over identification " , or 
"Taking the system more seriously than it takes itself 
seriously" . Instead of proposing a direct criticism 
of Tito's government, they engage in controversial 
tactics like submitting a Nazi propaganda poster 
for a Youth Day commission and winning with their 
design, only for its origin to be revealed, thereby 



Anti-globalisation protests are easily converted into 
T-shirts and an ironic attitude towards misery in the 
Developing World allows us to buy our sweatshop- 
manufactured cheap clothes and decorate them 
with customised jokes about their provenance. 
Actually taking the dominant ideology seriously is a 
much more dangerous game, one played expertly 
by Sacha Baron-Cohen, whom Laibach are quick to 
recognise as an ally and an heir. Ivan: "Boratisthe 
best case of over-identification, he's what we were 
in the Eighties. An old Yugoslavian joke: In the old 
[monarchist] Yugoslavia we had nothing. Then the 
Germans came and took everything." 

Much like the Kazakh 'journalist', Laibach are 
rarely out of character when playing live, and their 
impressive stage productions are audio-visual 
displays of technical power and charisma that are 



'We're not so interested in the future 
of pop music. .Laibach is social 
theatre -we give our blood!' 



exposing the state's taste for totalitarian aesthetics. 

Today many of NSK's sub-groups have disbanded 
and others' membership has changed significantly. 
But the questions they raised by their actions are 
even more pertinent in today's post-Communist 
context. If the nation state that gave birth to the 
totalitarian ideologies Laibach toy with is dying, they 
have succeeded in using its death throes to question 
the powers that have ascended to make the new 
world order. Inverting the pop-song-as-national- 
anthem formula that has served them well in the 
past- on their last album, Volk, they reinterpreted 
a series of anthems to draw attention to their 
underlying meaning, marrying the Israeli anthem 
with a Palestinian song that speaks of the same idea 
of land ownership, or transforming the UK's anthem 
into a lamentforthe British Empire. 

As Ivan explains: "If before we were doing pop 
songs as anthems, now we decided to do anthems 
as pop songs. A lot of the humour in the album 
comes from the original anthems, but it's still a really 
emotionally charged music: in China if you make 
fun of the national anthem, they cut your throat and 
the Japanese take their anthem very seriously too. " 

Our own late-capitalist system, unlike pre-1 989 
Yugoslavia's, is extremely absorbent of critique. 



hard to resist. Touring Volk, they spend most of the 
gig on stage with a female vocalist harmonising the 
pained dirges of the album, before going off stage 
to a medley of their hits, only to return with a few 
headbangers. Ivan: "It is more and more difficult to 
have tours. If it wasn't for Mute, we wouldn't have 
any significant distribution. This is also because 
people are downloading. But we're not so 
interested in the future of pop music: we are using it 
for different purposes. Laibach is social theatre -we 
give our blood ! We're trying to do something from 
this dying form of art." 

Novak's discourse still relies on the old socialist 
scientific materialism, but it would be a wrong to 
view Laibach only as political agitators with no clear 
message, as anarchists that deliberately confuse 
disparate political positions to say nothing. Laibach's 
demolition of the smug self-canonisation, the 
political correctness and inconsistencies of the pop 
industry serves them to reaffirm interpretation and 
translation as a form of creativity. A house, wrote 
Marx, is only a house once it is lived in. 

The Volk DVD, recorded live in Laibach 's home town 
of Trbovlje, is out in March. This feature also appears 
in Useless Magazine www.uselessmagazine.com 
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impossible shapes 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Confrontational, confusing and all but lostto history, 
Isidore Isou's Lettrist movement comprised Fifties proto- 
punk filmmakers and poets, full of venom and eternity 



The Lettrists win the open avant-garde world 
championship of shooting yourself in the foot. 
Largely ignored and forgotten, they beat even the 
Situationists to first place by becoming a redundant 
footnote in Guy Debord's biography (despite the 
latter stubbornly refusing to claim the credit they 
rightly deserved for inspiring the May '68 riots). 
Isidore Isou wasn't really known even for his radical 
poetry, whose ambition was to finish what dada 
had started by reducing communication to the level 
of the single letter, let alone his cinema works or 
his books on economics, art and any other field 
you care to name. His time may never come. Like 
all good prophesies, his 1951 film, Traite de Bave 
etd'Eternite both anticipated and made possible 
that which followed. Preceding French new wave 
cinema by more than a decade, Isou's work makes 
Godard's most daring Sixties experiments seem like 
Hollywood remakes. 

Isou was in permanent competition with fellow 
Lettrist Maurice LemaTtre to break down the barriers 
of film making. Long before neo-hippie marketing 
executives started fantasising about the potential 
of an art form which would be 'played' using 
interactive platforms to bridge physical and virtual 
realities (like Trent Reznor's celebrated Alternate 



We are indebted to Isou for the 
sentiment that art can achieve 
absolutely everything while 
achieving nothing 



Reality Game, Year Zero), LemaTtre and Isou 
did exactly that, turning the film into a set of 
instructions for making art and living and the 
audience into actors in their own spectacle of 
spectating. They invented new categories of 
supertemporal and infinitesimal art, to allowfor 
such audience intervention and suggest new ways 
of exceeding the imagination. 

In LemaTtre 's Has the Film Started Yet?, the 
riot that the film is to incite is anticipated by the 
'narrative', if you could call it that, being more 
of an instructional guide to staging a cinematic 
experience incorporating the ushers, the audience 
and cinema manager. The film instructs the latter to 
make customers wait for an hour outside, inflicting 
all manner of abuse and finally denying them the 
last reel, allegedly lost by the projectionist. 



Meanwhile, in Isou's Traite de Bave et 
d'Etemite, the handsome young filmmaker, whose 
resemblance to Elvis did not go unnoticed by Greil 
Marcus in his dada/punk/situationist opus Lipstick 
Traces, is seen wandering the streets of Paris as 
a voiceover narrates protagonist Daniel's ideas 
about cinema. Just as the story begins to slip into 
a love story about the girl with whom he shares 
his ideas, we are informed that love stories are the 
only way to sell films these days. A few unrelated 
theories later, some random footage of workers, 
and we find ourselves at a Lettrist poetry reading, 
the film ornamentally scratched to suit the primal 
incantations. A rhythmic pseudo-tribal chanting 
score, composed by Isou, weaves in and out of the 
film, adding ritualistic fervour to the proceedings. 

What legend survives has it that Isou, 
a Romanian Jewish emigre living in Paris, showed 
up at the Cannes Film Festival uninvited bearing 
his unfinished masterpiece, of which only one reel 
boasted of any visuals, and deposited it in a train 
locker. At each screening he went to, he shouted 
that nobody wanted to see whatever crap was 
being shown, that they wanted to see Traite de Bave 
etd'Eternite. Interested parties who approached 
him with enquiries were given the locker ticket, 

until an impressed Jean Cocteau 
organised a screening and helped 
fund the rest of the filming. It 
was here that Debord saw Isou's 
work and decided to join up with 
him, later forming the Lettrist 
International and subsequently 
the Situationist International. 
But while Debord's legacy has 
survived, through the aesthetics 
of punk and the rhetoric of anti-capitalist dissent, 
Isou's has until recently been virtually inaccessible, 
especially to English speaking audiences. Isou 
presents a radical left that treats radicality as the 
greatest betrayal of all, a simultaneous poetic 
declaration of self-worth and self-loathing. 

This triumphant moment of doubt can be felt 
everywhere in the art world today: we are indebted 
to him for the sentiment that art can achieve 
absolutely everything while achieving nothing, 
that our greatest effort to sabotage the modern 
capitalist order is also our most sincere love song 
to it. Isou himself died in July 2007, but Re-Voir 
(www.re-voir.com), a French experimental film 
distribution project, is hoping to give his work 
a second life on DVD. In the meantime, you can get 
a taste of venom and eternity on www.ubu.com. 




read and riot 

Words: Em Ledger 

Documenting the dreams, screams 
and zines of the Riot Grrrl movement 



Riot Grrrl: Revolution Girl Style Now 

Ed: Nadine Monem (Black Dog) 

Back in 1992 when Huggy Bear announced, "Our feminism 
is not a fashion" (Huggy Nation 4) they signalled not only 
a new breed of cultural activism but also a breakneck 
collective defiance that this grrrl-flavoured movement 
was here to stay - with or without your permission . 

Riot Grrrl: Revolution Girl Style Now\s a scrapbook 
collection of photographs, flyers, posters, zines and artworks 
(reminiscent of the fan and per-zines that were integral to 
the movement itself) alongside 1 chapters written by past 
and present Riot Grrrls. 

Due to a breakthrough into the mainstream arena for 
Grrrl artists such as Miranda July and Beth Ditto, Riot Grrrl 
has arisen once again - through not-for-profit communities, 
feminist and queer friendly discos-with-distros, zine swaps 
and subgenres within music and art. 

What this book manages to capture so candidly, though, 
is the identification and celebration of the personal as 
political; the fundamental element of third wave feminism. 

Ditto, who provides the book's foreword, remarks: " Riot 
Grrrl made it, and still makes it, possible for me to get up in 
the morning and say to myself 'I can do any fucking thing 
I want' . . . Before Riot Grrrl found me I was just another G loria 
Steinem NOW feminist trying to take a stand in shop class. 
Now I am a musician, a writer, a whole person." 

The women documented in this book have influenced 
and shaped the lives of many, as have women who 
contributed to it: Suzy Corrigan, a contributor to publications 
such as i:D and The Guardian; Julia Downes, co-founder of 
Riot Grrrl chapter Manifesta in Leeds and a gender studies 
PhD student; Red Chigley, an extensive writer on zines who's 
involved with the zine fest at the Women's Library; and Cazz 
Blaze, contributor to The F Word and Pussy Rock as well 
as writing and editing her Riot Grrrl-affiliated music and 
personal fanzine in the Nineties. Editor Nadine Monem 
explains in her introduction, "Riot Grrrl was a movement 
without leaders or a centralised ideology, but rather made 
leaders out of anyone who chose to pick up the task of 
carving out a cultural place for herself where there wasn't 
one before." 

This is not yr average 'documentation of a time in history' 
book, nor is it a subjective or holier-than-thou fanzine. 
The contributors mix their own personal experiences with 
historical fact and theoretical discourse, providing the reader 
with a buxom account of the Riot Grrrl ethos, community 
and spirit. Rightfully, righteously, the book concludes with 
a directory of current Riot Grrrl activity around the World and 
contact details so that readers can be a part of the revolution 
girl style now - whether that means the power to "Scream 
my truth if I want to, right thru yr lies " , or daydreaming about 
a safe place: "There's no fear when I'm in my room/It's so 
dearandlknowjustwhatlwantto do. . . " 
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reaction times 

Words: Louis Pattison 



Throbbing Gristle's video archives 
shine a shaky strobe light up our 
neuroses, while post-punk radicals 
The Ex take instant action live in 
New York 



The Video Archive Of Throbbing 
Gristle (Mute) 

Building A Broken Mousetrap: 
The Ex In New York (Touch And Go) 

"We're Throbbing Gristle. . .and because it's 
mother's day we'd like to dedicate this to all 
the absent mothers of the young boys who are 
here tonight." 

There's something faintly comforting about the 
way Throbbing Gristle make you feel uncomfortable 
-something profoundly English about the way 
they set out to push your buttons. The first disc of 
this seven-DVD set commences with a slow track 
around the halls of Oundle School in Peterborough, 
the lens passing over chipped plaster, mildewed 
corners, dim and basic bedrooms lit up in sharp, 
oversaturated colour. Does the lens linger on these 
hard mattresses a little too long, or is that our own 
prurient imagination? But then, that was always 
the Throbbing Gristle trick: giving you enough rope 
to auto-asphyxiate yourself, to hook your darkest 
thoughts in a tightened noose and drag them up 
to the surface. 

The gig itself -arranged, incredibly, by a school 
pupil - comes on like a sinister parody of a punk gig, 
swan-diving cornet wails and thrumming, rumbling 
bass suggesting anti-musicianship taken to 
extremes. Instead, Throbbing Gristle make this 
school hall a theatre for forbidden sexual tensions. 
Cosey poses up front in a leather mini-skirt (above, 
top), lips wrapped around her cornet, as Genesis 
makes with the suggestion -wailing the lyrics to 
'The Old Man Smiled' ("Sitting here in a cafe in 
Tangiers/And I look at the boy with my hand on his 
thigh"), or introducing 'Something Came Over Me' 
as, "Here's a little song for the people that wank". 
At one point the crowd break into the school hymn, 
'Jerusalem'. "Very good, but anyone who thinks 
Jerusalem could be in England is sadly mistaken," 
sneers Genesis. "England is just a toilet." And you 
wonder: what were the professors thinking? Let's 
just call it 'a different climate'. 

Six more discs follow Throbbing Gristle to 
their final gig, in San Francisco in May 1981, and 
recapture the thread at their 2004 rehearsals, 
followed by shows at the London Astoria and 
All Tomorrow's Parties (above, right). If you want 
crisp documentation of the early shows, you can 
whistle, because these films, like all of TG's output, 
are part of their vision: shaky, wandering visions 
of rotting ballrooms, synthesisers the same dirty 
cream as those old BBC computers, figures in army 
fatigues - or dressed in the camouflage of dull 
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conformity, pastel 
shades. My favourite 
films are the shrine-like 
recording session for 
Heathen Earth, the 
camera scanning round 
the audience and sad, 
awkward eyes staring 
back, and the Derek 
Jarman collaboration, 
Psychic Rally In Heaven . 
Jarman's strobe-lit 
Super-8 footage has 
the peculiar effect 
of being both abstract 
and intimate, lingering 
on faces and capturing 
motion, yet clearly 
separate, outside. 

Here, as TG head for 
the real rumble-out, and 
a disembodied voice 
explains with an almost 
gentle dispassion 
how it kidnapped and 
murdered a 1 0-year old 
girl, you can feel all 

those future noise tropes taking shape. Listen to 
Throbbing Gristle and the evil of the world extends 
right into you like an endoscope. 

In 1 981 , TG declared their mission was 
terminated, but across the channel in the 
Netherlands, The Ex were only just getting started. 
A quarter of a century on, these Crass-inspired 
punks have toured Africa, absorbed influence 
from traditional African and European musical 
forms, and expanded their ranks out to an Arkestra- 
stylebig band. 

Captured on September 1 1 , 2004 at New York's 
Knitting Factory by Jem Cohen, the director of 
Fugazi's Instrument, Building A Broken Mousetrap 
is as strong a live set as you'll find, the weaving 
cameraman showing a war correspondent's resolve 
(and surely only missing being brained by some 
swinging fretboard through some cheerful 
serendipity). State-of-the-world polemics like 
'Confusion Errorist' ("Confusion is an errorist/So 
who'll bring who to justice?") lock into mighty, 
circling grooves of grating double bass and 
clattering percussion, while the visual lulls are 
filled in with stock footage with some thematic 
resonance: night time footage of The Ex's native 
Amsterdam, a New York building site that may 




'Here's a little song for 
the people that wank' 



or may not be Ground Zero, scores of cops 
thronging the streets at the Republican National 
Convention. Your familiar anarcho-fare, perhaps, 
but you feel the enduring strength of The Ex is that 
while they, like Throbbing Gristle, accept the world 
is fucked, they identify solutions, not just problems 
- camaraderie, solidarity, a hand in your hand, 
or a hand in your pants (delete as inappropriate). 
Because what in the world can hurt you if all life's 
a party? 

"The garbage man is at the door, tell him we 
don't need any, "The Ex sing on 'Theme From 
Konono'. "It's better to dance than to prepare 
for war " 

www.mute.com 
www.touchandgorecords.com 
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0K f so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
your music. Please quote your favourite here. 

"This question would require too much thought in 
an area that doesn't spike my interest. " 

What is the most over-used adjective(s) about 
your sound? 

"It would have to be 'Arch Miserablist'. People miss 
the humour a lot of times. Or, in the case of my first 
solo album 5: 14, people see it as entirely comedic 
when I wasn't actually joking. What's to be done? 
Well, it doesn't really matter does it?" 

What was the most heinous lie you ever told 
in an interview? 

"I always lie in interviews! I usually get caught out if 
I'm interviewed by the same person again and they 
cast something up. Most interviews are rubbish so 
I don't have enough respect to tell the truth all the 
time. Blame The Beatles." 

Do you read your own press releases? Do you 
feel they represent you adequately? 

"Yes. Sometimes they do, sometimes they 
don't. It's not about representing me, though, 
it's about making a statement about a new album 
or whatever. My press agent normally sends me 
a list of questions which I answer, so I guess they 
at least capture my thoughts at the time. Which 
isn't much, as I lack conviction. " 

What was your worst interview and/or 
photoshoot experience? And what was 
the weirdest? 



'I could feel my soul 
seeping through my 
pores as my self- 
respect died' 



"Some guy asked me to make a noose out of 
a piece of tinsel and pretend to hang myself. I said 
no. I dressed as Santa recently because a mobile 
phone company wanted a video interview for their 
website. I could feel my soul seeping through my 
pores as my self-respect died. 

"Photographers usually say things like, 'Please 
stand on top of the sink and hold the roof and 
pretend you're Atlas!' and then look really pissed off 
because you won't do it. Funny. Being an egocentric 
musician trying to leave some form of footprint on 
the permafrost of modern existence, I usually play 
along and then worry that I've said too much, or 
worry too seriously about whether I'll come across 
as taking myself too seriously. It's hard." 

Correct your worst misquote. 

"I'm not a miserablist. I was actually in a junior 
production of Les Miserables. I wasn't in Spaced. " 

Be honest. Has music criticism ever actually 
helped improve your songwriting, even 
only in spotting a mistake or providing 
a second opinion? 

"Nan, not at all. No one's ever said anything about 
me or a recording that I haven't thought myself - 



good or bad. Asfor second opinions, I'm immune to 
them, as I am to all compliments and praise. It's one 
of my downsides." 

If you were lucky enough to be a music 
magazine editor, who would you feature? 

"I'd put a ghost on the cover, representing the 
current state of British music/pop culture. " 

What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 

"It's never happened. Although the bass player from 
The Fratellis still goes about telling everyone that he 
was in Arab Strap. He wasn't. Must be looking for 
some indie kudos or sommat. He'd be better off 
saying Mogwai." 

Do you ever Google yourself? What's the best/ 
worst/weirdest experience resulting from this? 

"I just did. Found some really bad pictures and 
blogs. Some days I do feel like deleting my whole 
web presence, though . . . " 

What's the favourite of your record covers and 
why? What does it, y'know, say about you? 

"Well, y'know, I guess it'd be Into The Woods. Every 
detail is personal and there's lots of secret little ideas 
that nobody else could understand. Fits in well with 
the whole concept of that album. I gave my friend 
a list of scenes to draw in a childlike manner and 
he made a good job of it. Digital downloads are 
killing record covers though. No one even knows 
who plays on or produces albums anymore - 
that's shite." 

What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
'direction' or presentation or whatever are you 
now glad you never followed? 

"After my first solo album someone at the record 
company said that it would've been great for 
marketing if I'd followed through on my depression 
and actually killed myself. He was joking but I could 
still see a small pound sign peeking out at me from 
the corner of his winking eye." 

Have you ever made a music video that 
actually expressed something about the band, 
or has it all been empty multi-media gimmickry 
and super-superficial posturing? 

"I did a 1 3-minute film for 'Crappo The Clown' 
from my first album. Directed by Martin Smith. 
I didn't enjoy it at the time, but looking back 
it really fits the mood, etc. Everything else has 
been shit." 

Are there any territories where you've never 
had any success? Where? Why d'you think 
this is the case? Where are you biggest, 
geographically? 

"Ha ha. Spin a globe! I'm not very marketable. 
I'm too leftf ield/ugly for the mainstream, and 
too poppy/normal for the leftfield." 

What product/service/organisation would you 
allow your music to advertise and why? What 
kind of film and/or scene would you most like 
your music to soundtrack? 

"I'd like to put music to a film, it'd be about a guy 
and nothing happens to him. I think I could put my 
heart and soul into something like that. " 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing 
a fan has done to impress you? 

"Into The Woods album cover tattooed on shoulder. 
The Red Thread album cover tattooed on shoulder. 
Different people, though." 

What's the worst question you've ever been 
asked? What was your answer? 

"This. 'This'." 
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You've seen the packshot, you've started salivating, you know the deal. The first 20 new 
and renewing subscribers this month to ask nicely, rudely, or any way at all (within legal 
reason) will be treated to Stephen Malkmus And The Jicks' typically imaginative and 
ambitious new album on Domino, Real Emotional Trash 



I heard a fair bit of this album when Malkmus and his Jicks played the final set at last 
years Green Man festival, and it's a good sign that six months later I remember at 
least three of the songs straight off. 

Earlier on that day Malkmus had been subjected to one of those 'In conversation 
with ' Q&A things in the literature tent with some dude from a - sorry the - music 
magazine who, if he knew or cared anything at all about his interviewee, managed 
not to demonstrate said knowledge or concern. Malkmus flopped in his chair like 
a steamed runner bean as dorks in the audience asked him questions. One guy said 
something like, what would you rather be stuck on a desert island with, a computer 
or a talking gorilla ? Fuck this, I said to Emma, and we went off to put whisky in 
our coffee. 

Anyway onstage that evening, Malkmus mentioned the Q&A, with particular 
reference to the gorilla question. The poor guy that asked the question was no doubt 
in the audience, hanging onto his hero's every word -and Malkmus knew it, you 
could tell. What a bastard. 

It's for reasons like this you've gotta love Stephen Malkmus: sometimes it's like 
the guy's got a sliver of weird black ice under his cagoul where his heart should be. 
And so does Real Emotional Trash, despite its pop hooks and harmony backing vox 
from bassist Joanna Bolme and ex-Sleater Kinney drummerJanet Weiss and storming 
power-prog solos and neat rhymes. It's that delicious coldness you feel sometimes 
lurking in Seventies MOR stuff, a kind of sadness under the sheen that you hear in 
Bowie's Young Americans or Aladdin Sane; in Rush; in Fleetwood Mac. 

Because it's Malkmus, the sheen is never too bright to begin with: his guitar is 
still deliciously off-hand and angular, even on the fulsome 10-minute title track that 
spins out from a psychedelic drift into a late-period Beach Boys 'Susie Cincinnati' 
boogie and thence into the end bit of Television 's 'Marquee Moon '. His way with 
words is still surreally pithy, or pithily surreal, whichever, 

You all want to know how Pavement-y it is, well, pretty Pavement-y: 'Out Of 
Reaches' has that regretful Pavement lament tune on the vocal line, and 'Elmo 
Delmo' that prog-punk stop-start structure. But I like the less Pavement-y ones a lot: 
the bouncy 'Gardenia', the knowingly funky 'Hopscotch Willy'. I like those because 
they're so nice and kinda nasty at the same time - Malkmus knows that some of the 
moves he 's pulling are, musically, a little beyond the pale, and he doesn 't give a shit. 

I like them, too, because they sound like memories; music for a hot day in the 
suburbs when something bad was going down - 1 don 't know, adultery or debt or 
disillusionment or something grown-up like that -but all you can remember about 
it now is the red and white sundress you were wearing, the drink in your hand, 
the smell of jasmine mixed with chlorine from the swimming pool, and the song on 
the radio. - Frances Morgan 




To qualify for this offer please mention PB30 on the back of your 
cheque or in the Paypal comments box 



Subscriptions 

UK - 1 2 issues for £35 (save £7 on the cover price), 

EU airmail - 1 2 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 



Back Issues 

UK-f4.00,EUairmail-£5.50 

Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

All issues are still available apart from Issue 0. For 

enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 



Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY, UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card or Paypal 



Next month in Plan B (out Monday 3rd March) 

And finally it's spring ! Or at least we bloody hope so, 
these British winters can drag interminably. In either 
case celebrate or commiserate with us and 84 pages 
of The Breeders, Autechre, Crystal Castles, Cadence 
Weapon, Gutter Twins, Nathan Fake, Young Knives, 
Aesop Rock, George Pringle, Chipmunk & Ice Kid. 
And Stephen Malkmus, of course. 
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the debut album from Los Campesinos! 
in stores 25th February 




The new single in stores 18th February 
on seuen inch, CD and digital download. 



ujujuj.loscampesinos.co.uk 
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THOSE DANCING DAYS HITTEN 7" / CD SINGLE / DOWNLOAD - 11TH FEBRUARY 

LES SAVY FAV PATTY LEE / THE SWEAT DESCENDS - 25TH FEBRUARY 

THE CRIBS I'M A REALIST 7" / DOWNLOAD - 25TH FEBRUARY 

SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO CLOCK EP 12" / DOWNLOAD - 3RD MARCH 

LES SAVY FAV INCHES CD - 10TH MARCH 

PURCHASE SELECTED WICHITA ALBUMS AT THE FOLLOWING INDIE STORES 
AND GET A FREE 14 TRACK WICHITA COMPILATION* 

Action - Preston, Avalanche - Edingburgh & Glasgow, Banquet - Kingston, Chalkys - Oxon, Crash - Leeds, Jumbo - Leeds, 

Monorail - Glasgow, One Up - Aberdeen, Piccadilly - Manchester, Probe - Liverpool, Phonica - London, Pure Groove - London, 

Resident - Brighton, Reveal - Derby, Rough Trade - Notting Hill & Brick Lane East London, Rounder - Brighton, 

Selectadisc - Nottingham, Sister Ray - London, and online at Recordstore.co.uk 

* subject to availabilty / whilst stocks last 





Wichita 

www. wichita-recordings . com 




